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Tu E Tragedy here offered to the Pub- 
lic, is founded on the Ezio of Metaſtaſio; 
as every one, converſant with the writings 
of that favourite Italian poet, will, on 
2 compariſon, without difficulty perceive. 
But the Author of it truſts, he ſhall be 
juſtified in aſſerting, that it has no more, 
than its foundation on that Opera, ſince but 


a ſmall number of ſcenes are borrowed from” 


thence in the whole piece; of the greater 

part of which a portion only has been em- 

 ploy'd; and even that pong very much 
altered. 


„ 4 this method, of raiſing the 
fabric of a play upon a borrowed foun- 
dation , is the favorite language, and humour 
of the times; although to fit an Italian 
Opera for the Engliſh Stage, requires ſcarce 
leſs labour, leſs addition, or leſs correction, 
than the ſame ſtory would have demanded, 
if tald io the ſimple language of hiſtory, 
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or oe affected ſtile of romance: Yet fin 


theſe fountains did the immortal Shakeſpear 
himſelf borrow moſtrof his plots, and the 


cuſtom has without cenſure been uniformly 


practiſed by all writers for the Stage from 


him, down to the preſent period. But thoſe, 
who would wiſh to ſee all objections, and 


arguments of. this kind ſutisfactorily an- 
ſwered; need only eonſult Dryden's preface 


to his Mock Aſtrologer: Or, if they are 
not willing to abide by the teſtimony of ſo 


excellent a judge, (becauſe he is an Engliſh- 


man, and a party in the cauſe for which he 
pleads,) let them be determined by an an- 
Tient, the Corypheus of critics, and one 


who cannot be prejudiced in favor of the 


eauſe he eſpouſes; I mean Longinus, who, 


in that ſection of his treatiſe, where he is 


| diſcourſing of imitation, after inſtructing us, 
that Plato has opened a new road to the ſub- 
lime, if wa will but follow his footſteps, 
namely, an imitation of thoſe illuſtrious 
poets, and orators, who have written beforg 
us; after informing us alfo, that this philoſs- 


pher was the greateſt imitator of Homer, | 


that ever exiſted, having enriched his works 
with innumerous rills drawn from that poet, 
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as from a living fountain; he goes on to 
tell us, that we ought not to account an 
imitation a plagiariſm, but rather a beauti- 
ful idea of him, who imitates, forming 
himſelf upon the invention, and works of 
another, and entering the liſts, like a youth- 
ful champion, to . the prize with 10 
former victor“ 


It may perhaps be objected to the fol- 
lowing production, that it is made, without 
neceſſity, to end unhappily, but if Ariſtotle 
is right, when he aſſerts, that terror, and 
pity, are the leading paſſions, which Tragedy 

| ſhould endeayour to excite; thoſe which 
.end unfortunately, muſt ſurely be allowed to 
give thoſe paſſions far the greater ſcope. If 
it be true alſo, that it is the office of the 
Drama to hold up a faithful mirror of hu- 
man life; thoſe Tragedies, which end hap- 
pily, cannot, I am afraid, boaſt of exhibiting 

a more real, though a more pleaſing picture 
of it, than thoſe, which are conducted in a 
= | | con- 
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contrary manner ; ſince the hiſtory of man- 
kind is little more than the narration of 
events, which have been attended with. a 
fimilar cataſtrophe. But the Author had a 


ſtill farther intention in making the preſent 


rformance one. of the latter kind, as he 
, meant to inculcate by a double. moral not 


| | only the criminality of revenge, but. the 


impropriety of that ſentiment, which, falſely, 
concludes that all virtue muſt receive its re- 
tribution in this life. How far probability 


has been violated, or preſerved in the con- 


duct of the piece, is, with all deference, . 


| ſubmitted to the public judgment, 


I have endeavoured, according g to the ex- 
tent of my abilities, to pay particular atten- 
tion to the harmony of the metre in the 


following Tragedy. The ſtructure of our blank 
verſe ſeems to me a thing of more art, than 


is generally imagined, and leſs attended to, 


than its conſequence deſerves; ſince it is 
well known, what dignity, and elegance, 
a nervous, graceful verſification, will give to 


the moſt ſimple, unlaboured language; in- 
ſomuch, that even thoſe, who are beſt ac- 


quainted with the faſcinating powers of 


poetic diction, are ſometimes aſtoniſhed to 
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find, what a different impreſſion © the very 
ſame ſentiment makes on the heart, when 
rolling in all the -majeſty of numbers, per-. 
fe, copious, and harmonious, which ſatisfy 
at once, and charm the ear, or limping in 
ill-turn'd periods, and defective meaſures. 
Having beſtowed ſome conſideration on this 
ſubje&, I am willing to flatter myſelf, that 
the obſervations I have made, may poſſibly 
tend to the farther perfection of this kind of 
| verſe, and am therefore tempted to offer 
them to the public; but this I profeſs to do 
with becoming diffidence, and a perfect wil- 
lingneſs to retract my error, if I am found 
to be miſtaken. 1 


As the rhythmus of the Grecian, and Ro- 
man verſe, was determined by the quantity of 
the ſyllables only, without any regard to tlie 
accent; ſo the rhythmus of our verſe is re- 
gulated, in direct oppoſition, by the accent 
only, without any regard to the quantity.“ 

| e 54 As 
* The ancient accent was only a variation (as is ſup- 
poſed) of the tone of the voice, and had no connexion 
with the quantity of the ſyllable. Our accent is always 
- attended with an emphaſis, whieh makes the ſyllable ſo 


accented long, while thoſe, which paſs off the tongue 
without any emphaſis, are ſhort, * | 
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As the length, or brevity, of all our ſylla- 
bles therefore is determined by che accent, 
it ſhould be laid down as a fundamental 
rule, © That no word ought, merely in 
favour of the metre, to be ſtrain'd, or forcibly 
pronounc'd with an accent different from its 
fix d and accuſtomed one, as is done in the 
following verſe „ 1 | 
T6 meer the for-5f minkind in his walk. 

* Venice Preſer vd, Act II. 
Since, if this is allowed, our language will 
have no ſtandard; but poets will be at 
liberty to alter the accents of words, as their 
own advantage, or caprice, may direct.“ x 


This being granted, it follows, that to 
give our narrative iambic verſe of five feet, 
(each of which conſiſts of a ſhort, and along 
ſyllable) its perfect rhythmus, the ſecond, 


fourth, ſixth, eighth, and tenth ſyllables, 
| rs | " ought 


In words of doubtful accent, it is true, poets are 
left at their liberty, and, occaſionally, ſyllables,” which 
in ordinary converſation are paſs'd over unaccented, 
and are conſequently ſhort, are read in verſe with an 
- emphaſis, with gives them the time of long ones. But 
this cannot be frequently done; moſt af our ſhort ſylla- 
bles and particularly our monoſyllabic particles, cannot 
without violence, and offence to the car, be made to do 
the duty of long ſyllables, : | . 
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| might to be capable, without any uncomman 
accent heing latd upon the words, to be pro- 
nounced with ſuch, a degree of emphaſis, as 
ſhall juſtly entitle them to be call'd long ones, 


If the emphaſis, therefore be remov'd from 


theſe ſyllables to the others, it is plain the | 
meaſure of the verſe. muſt be diſturhęed/ and 
the more diſturbed, the more it. ia removed. 


It is from hence a „ that, if a 
trochaic foot (which conſiſts of a long and 
a ſhort ſyllable) be introduced into any 


iambic verſe, it will of courſe _ cauſe the 
accent to be ſo removed, ang render the ; 


verſe imperfect. 


However, the nearer any imperfection is 
to the beginning of the verſe, the leſs, in 
general, is it perceptible; and therefore a 
verſe may begin with a trochaic foot, without 
any offence to the ear, though ſuch a verſe bs 
really imperfect, as the following: 
| Bow like a ſlave before him, wait his pleaſure. 

ET - Ambitious OY: Act IV. 
But it is enfloniny with our writers of 


Tragedy, to-introduce a trochaic foot into 
b C 
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the middle of the verſe, which is a "TOY 


our iambic meaſures ſeem to me ſcarcely to 
admit of; ſuch verſes being in effect the 
beginning of two unfiniſh'd iambics, rather 
than one continued whole one, as will appear 
from the following examples: 


} 


The big round drops courſe one another down 
The furrows of his cheek. Stop them Ventidius, 


Or I ſhall bluſh to death. | | 
| All for Love, Act I. 


A wrong like this will make me even forget 
The weakneſs of my ſex: oh for a ſword | 


Fair Penitent, Act III. 


Which a be read, and we in effect do 
read them, thus : 


The big round drops courſe one another down 
The furrows of his cheek, 

Stop them, Ventidius, 
Or I ſhall bluſh to death, —— 


A wrong like this will make me ev'n forget 
The weakneſs of my ſex, 
Oh for a ſword 


And Dryden himſelf ſeems. to have been of 
this opinion, ſince he has publiſh'd ſome of 


his ſpeeches in this very manner, as for 
Inſtance: 


Art 


>. 
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Art thou return'd at laſt, my better half? 
Come, give me all myſelf. 

Let me not live, 

If the young bridegroom, haoging for the night 


Was ever half fo fond, 
\ All for Love, Act III. 


The liberty of — a trochaic foot 
after the firſt, is ſtill leſs allowable, when 
the ſupernumerary ſyllables, common to all 
tragic writers at the end of the verſe, is 
made to fall ſomewhere during the progreſs 
of it. Such meaſureswill by no means read, 
when conſidered as one verſe, but neceſſarily 

divide themſelves into two incomplete ones, 
as in the following example : 
 Bleſs'd to my 1 I was the prince Moneſes; 


| 
Gets ind bred ũ up! to 1s geln. Witnẽſs thẽ lsa 
Tamerlane, Act I. 


Which muſt be, and always is read, thus: 
Bleſs'd to my wiſh, I was the prince Moneſes ; 
Born, and bred up to greatneſs, 
Witneſs the blood— 


In like manner this, 

The hero's race diſclaims thee, Why doſt thou frown, 

And knit thy boyiſh brow ? 

Ambitious 22 Act II. 

Is read, 

The hero's race diſclaims thaw 

* doſt thou frown, and knit thy boyiſh brow ? 

b 2 This 
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This licence i is ofteneſt uſurped at the Join= . - 


ing two ſpeeches ; but does not leſs offend 

the eye, and ear, there, than in any other 
place, as for example : 

BAJAZET. 


Now thou know'ſt my mind, 


And "TER me no farther. 
TAMERLANE. 
Well doſt thou teach me. 
Tamerlane, AQ II. 


Which are i the firſt part of two in- 


complete verſes, and not one whole one. 


If any other foot than the iambic, and 
trochaic, is introduced into the verſe, as the 
pyrrhic (conſiſting of two ſhort ſyllables). 
the ſpondaic (of two long) the anapeſtic 
(of two ſhort and one long) or the dactylic 

(of one long and two ſhort) the verſe will 
generally be more. 3 and often will 
not read at all. | 


As in theſe examples „where two iambicg 
are changed into a pyrrhic, and ſpondaic: : 


since kings 53 are call'd gods prophane themſelves, 5 
_ Tamerlane, Act I. 


| [ | 
' To len Juſtice, and dethrone oppreſiion. | 
Yenice Preſerv'd, Act IT, 


In 
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In this, where three 1ambics are changed into 
two anapeſts, and the fourth foot is a trochaic, 


T have deal ED oaght, Virtve till does— 
s Tamerlane, Act II. 
In this, where the three firſt iambics are 


changed into two dactyles, and the two laſt 
into a pyrrhic, and trochaic,: 


This was the recompenſe of my ſervice, 
Venice Preſerv'd, Act I. 


In this, which contains both anapeſt, and 


dactyle, 


| 
We r cinh3t conqlier like thee; yet we cin la for thee, 
Ulyſſes, AR V. 


In this, which confiſt totally of dactylic feet, 


| nn and aeg. blindndfs, an dlanzey. | 
Orphan, Act IV. 


And in 1 in which the dactylic, anapeſtic, 


- and trochaic feet are all united. 


Kas! chin, ak hm b i hand] i ſpeak tõ him | 


All for Love, Act u. 


There is indend one caſe, in which, it is, 
on all ſides, held proper to break the meaſure 


of the verſe, thou gh it become defective 


thereby, nay that very defect becomes a 


Peau. even TR for which Virgil is 
- 
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fo often, and ſo juſtly admired, i of making 
the rhythmus, and ſound of the verſe enforce, 


and become an echo to the ſentiment. As 
in this verſe of Milton, 


And toward the gate rolling her bettial train. 
Paradiſe Loſt, b. II. 


. a trochaic foot is interpoſed in the 
middle of the verſe, which might be eaſily 
rendered perfect, thus: 

And calling toward hs gie ber bela train, 

but then much of the effect, and energy of the 
verſe, produced by the emphaſis on the word ol 
ling, which almoſt renders the object deſcrib- 
ed preſent to the imagination, would vaniſh. 
However, it is certain, that if the meaſure 
was never broken into, but upon ſuch occa- 
ſions as theſe, this f be much 
more * s 


n a verſe, which begins with a 
trochaic foot, is, in reality, imperfect, yet (as 
was remarked) on account of the emphaſis, 
which it conveys, it does not offend the ear, 
But it is very different when the firſt foot is 
a pyrrhic, with which therefore a verſe 
| ſhould neyer be fulfered to begin; for if the 
ſecond 


| -Þ: K E P A c RE. 
 -fecond foot be iambic, as it ought to be, the 
_. verſe (unleſs contrary to the fundamental 
rule laid down, we force an accent, where 
- .**-  - there naturally is none) will begin with three 
WES. ſhort ſyllables, .and of courſe muſt be feeble, 
and. leave the ear unſatisfied. 


mY * 
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As in theſe examples : 


With a A mlignant joy ſhe views my ruin. 
HE  Tamerlane, Act Il. 


— they ſee a man 
How will they turn together all, and ous: 
on the monſter. 
om; Act V. 


This laſt example would ſurely have 10 | 
much better had it been expreſſed thus: 


How will they turn together all, 
And gaze upon the monſter— 


As there is always a pauſe at the end of 
every verſe, though momentaneous, and per- 
haps almoſt imperceptible; any two verſes, of 
which one ends, and the other begins with 

words, which are ſo connected, as not to bear 

even the idea of a pauſe between them, muſt 

be imperfect. Such verſes alſo have a proſaic 

: N inaſmuch as they ſeem to con- 
due 
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clude exactly like proſaic lines, without any 


regard to metre. As in the following in- 
ſtances : 


II have never us'd 


My ſoldiers to demand a reaſon · of 
My actions. | | All for Love, Act J. 


The gentle qoidels nature witdy has 


Allotted 
Ambitious Step-mother, Aa m. 


Where, of, which is only the prepoſition 
marking the caſe of the ſubſtantive (a&ions,) - 


cannot, even in idea, be ſeparated from it, 


Nor can any more the auxiliary verb, has, 
be ſeparated from its participle, (allotted.) 
Such inſtances therefore would ſurely have 


1 been better written | 


I have nefer us'd 
My ſoldiers to demand 
A reaſon of my actions. 


The gentle goddeſs nature wiſely has allotted— 


The lengthening of words, which are, in 
pronunciation, only of one ſyllable, into 
two, ſuch as heav'n, pow'r, &c. merely to 
make up the meaſure, as is ſometimes done, 
renders the verſe ſcarce leſs feeble, than thoſe 
unneceſſary expletives, which Pope has criti- 
ciz d; as in this inſtance ; a 

| . I loath, 


* . 
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I 1 loath, and ſcorn that fool, thou mean'ſt, as much, 
Or more, than thou canſt; but the beaſt has gold. 
That makes him neceſſary, power too 
To args my character 
"4 Venice Preſerv'd, Act II. 


That too many conſoutive vowels, without ; 
eliſions, and alſo too many clifions, as in the 
following examples: 5 | : 


Nor ſhalt thou loſe | 
The glorious portion, which thy fate deſigns thee, 


For r thy Ameſtris' fears. 
: Ambitious W l Act I. 


n. a trade on't, and yet ſtarve by't too. 
8 5 Venice Preſery d, Act II. 


tend very RY to diſturb the harmony of | 
the verſe, and render it harſh, I need ſcarce 
| obſerve; ſince they have been cenſuret an- 

ciently, by ſuch authors as Cicero, and Quin- 
tilian, and 2 in later times by Pope. 


As ©; a verſe ſhould never be allowed to 
begin with a pyrrhic foot, ſo no verſe, of only 
five feet, ſnould be allowed to end with one; 
it renders the verſe enervate, and inhar- 
monious, and that for this reaſon, it wants 
its due meaſure, the laſt two ſhort ſyllables, 

, 0 | being 
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being equivalent in time, to one long one 
only, as in this verſe: | es 4 


' While fednal his looks . frond Gi 
Tamerlane, Act II. 
Where, beſides the imperfection ariſing 
from the interpoſition of the trochaic foot, 
in the middle of the verſe, the two laſt ſyl- 
lables of the word (aivinity,) being ſhort, the 
verſe, in fact, conſiſts of no more than four 
feet, and a Yong I So alſo this ex- 
ample : 


You then 6 go y bed. 
And muſter all m"_ Roman gravity. 
All for Love, Act WL: 


I am aware it may be objected here, that 
the laſt ſyllable of 'every verſe is common, 
and therefore the verſe is complete; but 
though this may be a valid argument in re- 
gard to Latin verſe, where the rhythmus is 
determin'd by quantity, it will not hold good 
in our Engliſh verſe, where accent governs 
all, and where, for want of this accent, the 
ear will infallibly be difappointed. . The 
pyrrhic foot therefore, I think, ſhould not 
be allow'd to end a verſe of five feet, but be 
reſerv d for thoſe, which are lengthen'd to 
| => Mil 


r R A 
ſix, where indeed it is uſed with the greateſt 
propriety, as in the following inſtances : 


- . — tt mankind, 


Adore i in him your viſible divinity. 
Ambitious Step-raother, Act I. 


Jam myſelf the — of my honour, 


And will not brook ſo inſolent a monitor. 
Fair Penitent, Act III. 


Where the two laſt ſyllables, in the word, 
monitor, are but little more than equivalent to 
the redundant ſyllable, in the verſe before, 
and therefore ſuch verſes, if uſed- ſparingly, 

and with diſcretion, agreeably vary it. 


; A verſe of five feet ought not only to end 
with the ſtable ſyllable of the iambic foot, 
but that ſyllable ought never to be allow'd 
to be an inſignificant monaſyllabic particle, 

(though, generally ſpeaking, words of that 
kind cannot be employ'd as long ſyllables, 
without laying -a falſe accent on. them) for 
ſuch never fail to render the verſe remarkably 
weak, and proſaic, as in this inſtance : 


Ungentle hate, and brawling rage ſhall not 
0 the peace 


Ambitious Step-mother, AR III. 
C 2 : "Yet | 


| 
A. 
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Yet, when the verſe is ltengthen'd to fix feet, 
this is allow'd, becauſe the verſe having al- 
ready its. due meaſure without it, the ſuper- 
numerary ſyllables paſs EET: As in 
this example: | 


Say thou, to whom. this paradiſe is known, 
Where lies the blisful region. Mark my way to it. 
Fair Penitent, Act III. 


As a pyrrhie foot ſhould be allow'd to 


end no verſe but one of fix feet, ſo, vice verſa, 


no verſe ſhould be allow'd to be lengthened 
to fix feet unleſs it end with a pyrrhic foot, 


and that for this reaſon, becauſe ſuch verſes, 


and ſuch only, ſcarce exceed the regular verſe 


of five feet, with its redundant ſyllable. 


If this principle be true, all verſes of ſix 


feet, ending with one iambic foot, ſhould be 


difallow'd, ſuch as the following: 


Tis fruitleſs to complain, haſte to the court, 
Improve your intereſt there for pardon from the queen. 
| — Fryar, Act I. 


ye ve neither ſafety, unity, nor peace, my friend. 
Venice Prefery'd, Act L 


Valef perhaps ſuch a verſe may be allow'd 


to cloſe a ſcene, or an act, like an alexandrine 
* hyme, 


It 
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It follows from what has been faid, 4 
ſortiori, that all verſes of more than ſix feet, 
ſhould by no means be uſed, with whatever 


feet they end; ſuch as the following, which 
conſiſt of fix feet, and the redundant ſyllable: 


| If one cold Jools; one angry word had told me, 
That thou wert _ and I was grown a burden to thee, 
| . Ulyſſes, Act IV. 


And ſtill leſs theſe of ſeven feet': 


| That were a wiſh too mighty * * hopes, 5 
Too preſyming for her low fortune, and yourebbing love. 
* for Love, Act II. 


- 


| 1 J ſcorn to flatter | 
: Ablown-up fool above me, to cruſh the wretch beneath me. 
\ Venice Preſerv'd, Act I. 


: And be what my Vit was, my beſt, my greateſt lord, 
A Act I. 


3 too, in Rowe, I W 1 
have read a verſe which conſiſted of ſeven 


feet, and the redundant ſyllable, though my 
memory does not ſerve to * the place. 


1 is incongruous to the genius « of our 
iambic verſe, thus to extend it beyond its 
due length, it is no leſs ſo to leave it incom- 


plete, as in theſe examples ; | 
I will 


n r R R F A CB: 


1 will be juſtified in all Ido, | 
To late poſterity, and therefore hear me. 


If I mix a lye | 
With any truth, reproach me freely with it. 


All for Love, AQ II. | 


| So indeed men think me, 

But they're miſtaken, Jaffier, I'm a rogue, 

As well as they, 

A fine, gay, bold- fac'd villain as thou ſeeſt me. 
Venice Freſerv d, Act I. 


If we allow ourſelves ſuch liberties 
theſe, our iambic blank verſe will have no 
ſtandard, but may be indefinitely extended, 
at PR_ from -one foot, wo nine 

I am not in it nay; and perhaps will 
be urged, that all the irregularities here taken 
notice of, are made uſe of by poets, to intro- 
duce a greater variety into their verſe, to 
prevent its ſatiating the ear, and render it 
more an imitation of diſcourſe. - But this is 
preciſely what the dramatic writers of Rome 
had urged in defence of themſelves, for the 
uſe of exactly ſimilar licences, when Tully 
told them, that by endeavouring to make 
their verſe too much reſemble converſation, 


they had reduced it to be little, or nothing 
| | | different 5 
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different from proſe. * Nor indeed does an 
irregular continuation of feet, ſeem at all 
neceſſary, to produce all the variety which is 
required in the longeſt tragedy. Let the 
following verſes of Dryden, and Glover, 
wherein the above rules are obſerved, be con- 
ſidered, and then let the reader's ear judge, 
whether a whole tragedy written in numbers, 
at once ſo harmonious, and ſo varied, woul 
ſatiate the ear. | 


he came from Egypt. 
Her Galley down the ſilver Cydnos row'd, 

The tackling ſilk, the ſtreamers wav'd with gold, 
The gentle winds were lodg'd in purple fails, 

The nymphs, like Nereids, round her couch were plac'd, 
Where, ſhe, another ſea-born Venus, lay. 

he lay, and lean'd her cheek upon her hand, 


And caſt a look ſo languiſhingly ſweet, 


8 


— 


& 
. 


* Efle igitur in r numerum quendam, non eſt 
difficile cognoſcere. Sed in verſibus res eſt apertior; 
. quanquam etiam 4 modis quibuſdam, cantu remoto, ſo- 
Juta eſſe videatur oratio, maximeque id in optimo quoque 
eorum poetarum, qui lyrici 4 Græcis nominantur, quos, 
cum cantu ſpoliaveris, nuda pene remanet oratio. Quorum 
ſimilia ſunt quædam etiam apud noſtros; velut ille in 
Thyeſte-Quemnam te eſſe dicam? qui tarda in ſenectute 
et quæ ſequuntur, quæ, niſi cum tibicen aeceſſit, orati- 
oni ſunt ſolutæ ſimiliflima, At comicorum ſenar:i prop- 
ter ſimilitudinem ſermonis fic ſæpe ſunt abjecti, ut non 
nunquam vix in his numerus, et verſus intelligi poſſit. 
| . Ciceronis Orator. 
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As if, ſecure of all beholders hearts, 
Neglecting ſhe could take them. Boys, like Cupids, 
Stood fanning, with their painted wings, the winds 
That play'd about her face; but if ſhe fmil'd, 
A darting glory ſeem'd to blaze abroad, 
That mens deſiring eyes were never wearied, 
But hung upon the object. To ſoft flutes 
The ſilver oars kept time, and while they play's, 
The hearing gave new pleaſure to the ſight, | 
And both to thought. Twas Heav'n, or ſomething more; 
For ſo ſhe charm'd all hearts, that gazing crowds 
Stood panting on the ſhore, and wanted breath 
| To give their welcome voice, | 


All for Low, ARIIT. 


1 dorm, connubial goddeſs ! 42 with hope 

Let thy appeas d divinity indulge 

A hero off ring at thy holy ſhrine, 

His ſpirit humbled with repentant ſighs. . 

You too attend, ye favourable pales, 

And ſwiftly waft us to the kind embrace 

Of our companion Orpheus,” who ſhall breathe 

His tuneful conſolation in a ftrain 

Of grief-compoſing energy, to charm - = 

Diſtraction's rage, till new-born reaſon ſmile. 

Then with her children, lovely as their mother, 

Shall blooming Tempe on its flow'ry lap 
Again receive her, while Peneus' ſtream 

Blends with the fitting warblers on his banks, 

His murm'ring cadence to delight her ear; 

And I once more, along th' accuſtomed vale, 

Shall, by the luſtre of the filent moon, 

Walk by her fide attentive, while her tongue | 

DS x Unfolds 
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3 nfolds the pow'rs of heav'n's reſplendent train, | 
Of magic numbers, and myſterious ſpells, 


And feaſts mw 1 my enraptur'd ſoul. | 


In effect the redundant Sable, Pra 998 
. fant change of the pauſe, or Cæſura, (now 
falling at the end of one foot, now of an- 
Ether, and now on the ſyllable beyond the 
foot, with an ever-varying ſucceflion) the 
diviſion of the verſes, after different man- 
ners, by the formation of the ſentences, 
the continuation of the ſame ſentence, and 
even the ſame part of a ſentence, from one. 
| verſe to another, ſeem abundantly ſufficient. 
to avoid any appearanct of ſameneſs, and pre- 
vent any ſatiety ariſing from the perfection of 
the metre. It is in theſe particulars that 
the ſuperiority of blank verſe over rhyme, 

and its peculiar aptitude for long works, as 
being infinitely leſs cloying to the cars, prin- 
cipally conſiſts. For in all the beſt rhyme 
(in Pope's, for inſtance) to ſay nothing of 
the jingle, the ſenſe almoſt conſtantly cloſes 
with the couplet, or triplet at moſt, and the 
pauſe is, for very many lines together, ex- 
actly in the ſame place. Nay, fo eſſential is 
the ſameneſs of the pauſe, and the conclu- 
| d ſion, 
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ſion of the ſenſe with the rhyme, to this 


kind of verſe, that if the ſentiment be ex- 
tended thro many lines, and the pauſe much 
varied, we loſe the idea of the rhyme, and 


read it as blank yerſe, This often happens in 
Churchill's compoſitions, as, for example, 
in the following lines among others, where, 
if the rhymes be taken away, and ſynony- 
mous words put in their places, the meaſures 


will ſtill be pleaſing, which will hardly 
ever be the caſe where the ſenſe ends with 
the rhyme, and therefore ſhews that the 


beauty of theſe verſes does not depend upon 
the rhyme, but upon the conſtruction of the 
ſentence, and the meaſure. 


And are there bards, who on creation's file 

Stand rank'd as men, who breathe in this fair iſle. 
The air of freedom, with fo little gall, 

So low a ſpirit, proſtrate ths to fall 

Before theſe idols, and without a groan 

Bear wrongs, might call forth murmurs from a ftone 7 2 
Better, and much more noble, to abjure 

"I This ſight of men, and in ſome cave, ſecure 

| Fr rom all the outrages of pride, to feaſt. | 

On nature's fallads, 8 p. 313. 


It may alſo poſſibly be objected to the fore- 
going obſervations, that all thoſe irregulari- 
ties of metre, which they regard as faulty, 
are 
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aks to be found (as the examples produced 
teſtify) in Hryden, Otway, and Rowe ; poets, * 

whoſe abilities were ſuch as demand our” 
warmeſt admiration, who are wniverſally 
eſteemed great poliſners of out language, 
and maſters of . All this I readily 
acknowledge, fince no man can have a 
higher opinion of their ſtrength of genus, 

and talent for verfification, than myſelf ; F 
allow alſo, that energetic fentiment, and fub= 

lime imagery will always produce great 
effects, though the numbers in which they 
are conveyed be imperfect, and this is doubt - 
lefs the reaſon hy many paſſages in theſe 
authors ate very juſtly held in high admira- 
tion, whiere thi verſi fication is lame and im- 

perfect. Nay, ſo far am I from being one 
of thoſe, whom Pope finely fatirizes i in the 


following lines: 


But moſt by numbers judge a poet's ſong, 

And ſmooth, or rough, with them is right or wrong: 
In the bright muſe tho? thouſand charms conſpire, 
Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire ; . 

Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe the ear, 

Not mend their minds; as ſome to church repair 


Not for the doctrine, but the muſic there. 
Eſſay on Criticln, 


d . That 


— \ 
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That I think one ſterling ſentiment, or 
image, though conveyed in meaſures the 
moſt defective, is worth all the poetry that 
ever was written, whoſe ſole excellence lies 
in its expreſſion, and metre. But the per- 
fection of good writing ſeems to conſiſt in a 
union of both ; a combination of ſenſe and 
harmony, where, like ſprings, which mu- 
tually ſuſtain and actuate each other, the 
ſublimity of the thought ſupports the dig- 
nity of the numbers, and the beauty of the 
meeaſures reflects new grace and energy on 
the ſentiment. I beg leave to obſerve farther 
alſo, that the very reaſon” (at leaſt as it ap- 
pears to me) why the numbers of Dryden, 
Otway, and Rowe, are more mellifluous, and 
majeſtic, than thoſe of moſt other authors, 
is, becauſe their verſe agrees more with the 
above obſervations, than that of moſt other 
writers for the ſtage ; and it ſurely can be 
no diſparagement to their abilities, that, 
in the early period in which they wrote, 
our verſe had not attained all the perfection 
of which it is capable, but rather an honour- 
able teſtimony of their extent ; fince, though: 
their numbers are unequal, they have never 
been ſurpaſſed citheir i in dignity, - or grace. 

In 
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In a word, to give our iambic narrative verſe | 
for the ſtage, its utmoſt harmony, and ſtrength, . 
theſe rules (at leaſt as far as my ear, and 
judgment, inform me) ſhould be obſerved. 


I. No verſe ſhould be of leſs extent than 
five feet, and therefore none left incomplete, 


2. No verſe of five feet, ſhould begin, 
or end, with a Pyrrhie foot. 


3 No trochaic foot ſhould be allowed after 
the firſt, but all the reſt be pure iambics, 
except only, when the meaſure is broken, 
to give new force to the ſentiment. - 


4. No wth which will not bile a divi- : 
Hon, ſhould be ſeparated into two verſes— 
no inſignificant monoſyllabic particle ſhould 


conclude a verſe of five feet—and no words 


Vhich are generally pronounced *in one ſyl- 
lable, ſhould be expanded into we to fall 
up the meaſure, 


WY No verſe ſhould be allowed to be 
wa to ſix feet, unleſs it conclude | 
with a pyrrhic foot. TT 
| 6. No 
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6. No verſe of more than fix feet moalct 
be admitted, conchide with. what foot ft 
| *. E 


7, The "PER ſyllable ſhould be uſed 
as much as poſſible, becauſe it is the beſt. 
means of giving that eaſy freedom to the 
_ ſo extremely proper for dialogue. 


8. The cunts ſhould be inceſfintly varied; 
* made, as much as poſſible, to fall on 
the ſyllable after the conclufion of that foot 
on which it is made, * as ſuch pauſes give 
a remarkable ſmoothneſs and flow to the | 


verſe. 


' Theſe are ſome of the precepts, which, 
from the peruſal of our beſt dramatic writers, 
I have formed: to * on the ſubject of 


* As in this line of Di _ beforementioned; where 
it is in. the ſyllable beyond the the third foot, f 
2 Neglecting the could take them. Boys, lixe Cupids, 

| And this of Glover, where it is 1 ſyllable be- 
yond the ſecond, | | 
4 Then with her children, lovely as the mother,” 


our narrative jambic verſe. My ear, and 
judgment, may very poſhbly deceive me. 
but I cannot help thinking, at preſent, that 
their obſervation will tend to the perfeclion 
of this kind of metre, rend'ring it, at the 
fame time, more nervous, and melodious. 
By theſe, at leaſt; I have endeavoured to form 
the numbers of the following performance, 
though it will very poſſibly be found on ex- 
"amination,' that I have (unintentionally) 
tranſgreſſed them. e 


It may be proper to take notice, before I 
put an end to this preface, that the preſent 
Tragedy was, ſome years ago, offered to 
Mr. Colman (different indeed in ſome mea- 
ſure from its preſent ſtate, as it has ſince 
received conſiderable alterations) but for 
want of merit, or intereſt, or both, was 
rejected; nor is it now by any means pub- 
liſhed, as meant to appeal from that gentle- 
man's judgment, It is well known, there 

| 1 „ 
4 I hoye iS will not be _— to me that they carry 
art, when jt is rememberad, thee Pope her faid, 


True eaſe in writing comes from art, not chance, 
As thoſe move eaſieſt, who hays learn'd to dance.” 
$17] | Eſſay on Criticiſm, * 
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are many reaſons, and thoſe far from diſ- 
creditable ones (ſuch as private friendſhip, 
urgent ſollicitation, &c.) which may induce 
a manager, fince he can preſent but a certain 
number, to receive one piece, and refuſe. 
another, even ſuppoſing, what the rejected 
_ author has no right to ſuppoſe without good 
evidence, the' diſcarded piece to be of equal 
merit with the accepted one, though it may 
not be without its ſhare. Conſcious of this, 
and aware (as every one in the leaſt conver- 
ſant with the theatres muſt be) what almoſt 
inſuperable difficulties a writer, whoſe repu- 
tation is not eſtabliſhed, has to -ſurmount, 
before his piece can make its way to the 
ſtage; the Author of the following work, 
never offered it to any other manager, as ho 
has not the pleaſure of their acquaintance, | 
though he profeſſes due reſpect for their abi- 
lities, but rather choſe to. give it this way- to 
the public, than truſt the chance of a ſecond 
repulſe. f : 


This he thought neceſſary to obſerve, in 
order to account for the rather unuſual me- 
thod of publiſhing a performance of this 


kind, which has not been hongured with 
A e dhe 
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- the ſignet of public approbation. Should 
there be found in it any thing worthy of no- 


tice, the impartial reader will not reprobate 
it, for not having iſſued from the penetralia 


of the Theatre; ſhould there not, he will 
let it quietly depart to its humble, but me- 
rited deſtination, g 


In vicum, vendentem thus, et odores, 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N, 
PHARASMANES, King of Perſia, in love with Semira; | 


ARSACES, General to Pharaſmanes, in love vith, 
and betroth d to Semirg. . 


Mrrnnixxs, Father to Semira. e 
Miava Ny Captain of Fharaſmanes Grird 


0 2 7 


WOMEN. 


1 Siſter of PN privacly in love | 


PANTHEA, Confidante of Semira. 


6 r=. © 
.* wt 
= 

* 


with Arſaces. 


Szumn 4, in love with, and betroth'd to Arſates, 


Daraxa, and Maidens, Attendants on Ariana, 


=_ 


* * 


Officers, Guards, Perſians, &c. 


. SCENE, $US 4 


The Reader is defired to oxen the following Errata, as 1 
a2 few other literal ones, occaſionꝰd by _ Author's 
diſtance from the Preſs. 
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ige 20. 1. 15. For one wad au. 
23. 1. 2. --- continuation --- combination. 
. . . 
| S5. 1. 23. --- reſolution . --- revolution. 
| 19. 1.12. --- "where winds, --= when winds, 
30. I. 11. --- fallen -- falling. 
79. 2 3. — heart — "hand, ; = 
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II had Mithrinés. merited thy lore, 377 
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4A retir d Part of the Gardens of the Palace. | 


Enter MirzRINES and MInvAu. #: 
Mr RVA N. | 


Her EAR me, nas by our friendſhip, hear me! 
Nor thus inceſſant brood apori your ſorrows... 


M1733 PEP: 
My loſt Aſpa ia! my lamen wife ! 


Could he ſupport thy fortune uprepining.. AY * . 1 
Adieu, my faithful, ever honor'd conſort i” ; 2046 00 


424120 


Fach Perſian dame, thy fortitude rar that 


In hymns of praiſe, ſhall celebrate thy virtue, 
While at thy ſtory to remoteſt periods. 
FWW 

Is this the firmneſs of a manly mind , vaio 
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Thus to deplore th inevitable lot * 8 baz Ws 1 
Mortality is heir to, and beneath | ng 
7 B That 


___ cs 
That univerſal deſtiny, deſpond, 
To which all human happineſs is ſubject; - © 
Betrays a weakneſs }H becomes Mithrines. 
M1THRINES. 
Oh, had ſhe ſunk to death's dark ſhades in haart 
I would have borne my ſorrows like a Perſian. 
But ſad remembrance of her flagrant wrongs 
Unmans my heart. Upbraid me not, dear ſpirit t 
That yet I linger, nor avenge the outrage 
Thy ſpotleſs virtue ſuffer d. Brutal you: 
But thou ſhalt feel me 5 
Mix vAx. 
- Like yourfelf, I hate 
This Pharaſtnanes nor ought doubts my mind, 
Tho' unacquainted with the mournful ſecret, - 
But that his lawlefs inſolence of pow'r, 
And wanton luſt, ſome infamous affront 
Have offer d to Aſpaſia. 
Mir uh RIS. 
Oh, my friend! 
- Shall 1 confeſs it? Juſtiy thy fuſpicion 
Divines the fatal ſecret. 
NM I R v 5 
Well I know, 
Not pride iefelf with ampler ſway controls 
His favage fpirit, than laſcivious paſſions; LY 
And once thoſe paſſions, by the ſun of beauty, 1 £4 
Enxkindled in his . of a king's = 
High duties careleſs, ſpurning every tie 
Of gratitude, or amity, he braves | 
The blackeſt erimes, to gain the tempting prize. 
Somewhat, indeed, in whiſpers I have heard, 
But indiſtinct, * dread of his reſentment, : N 


* 


. 
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Whoſe jealous fury no eompaſſion knows, 
Wreſting to treaſon every word, which ſeems, 
Tho? but obliquely, to arraign his conduct, 
Has ſeal'd the lips of every timid Perſian ; © 
Nor from yourſelf, unwilling to encreaſe | 
The poignant grief which rankles in your boſom, 
Since your return to Pharaſmanes court, 
The fad recital have I once requeſted. 
 MiTHRINES.. 
Now liſt thee then attentive, and my lips, | 
If indignation ſtifle not my voice, ir 
Shall to thy friendly, ſympathiſing ear, 
Recount a tale, will ſtrike thee with amazement, 
His golden zone ſcarce Mithra half has compaſs'd 
(What time Arſaces march'd from Suſa's gates 
To meet this Scythian Oſtöa in Battle, 
And I was abſent, as thou know'ſt, by arms 
' Reducing to their forfeited allegiance 
A rebel province) ſince this Pharaſmanes, 
May Arimanius blaſt him] while the chace 
Too cloſe he follow'd, parted from his train, 
Chanc'd, as he wanders, to approach my FR 
Whole bag chou know _ 
MiR&RvaAnN. | 
Not diſtant far from Suſa 3 
I well remember on the plains it ſtands, 
Where crowh'd with lilies, and o'er-ſhading palms, | 
Which deck its borders, in tranſparent wav. 
Choaſpes rolls his fertilizing flood, 
M1THRIN Es. 
Attended only by her female ſlaves, 
Aſpaſia then reſided at the manſion, _ 
Awaiting my return, With due reſpect, 
And modeſt affybility of manners, 


B a Sb 


3 


W: AKTATUL 


She entertained, in abſence of her lord, 

Her regal Gueſt, But ſoon her ſight inflam'd 
The wanton tyrant, Struck with her deportment, 
Fir'd by her beauty, the laſcivious monſter, 

Her ear profaning with his nauſeous paſſion, 

In vain, by every artifice, attempted | | 

To win her to compliance with his will. 

But when he found intreaties all were fruitleſs, 


Nor promiſes, nor menaces, could make 


The virtuous matron quit: the path of duty, 


. Unmov'd by pray'rs, by imprecations, tears, 


And all the varied agonies of grief, 
Of hoſpitality regardleſs, deaf | 
To every call of gratitude, or friendſhip, 


' While I, far diſtant, loyal for his ſervice 


Was braving peril, he by force attempted 
To violate her chaſtity, and load 
'The man, whoſe name and family, has ſtood 
A guardian bulwark of his tott'ring —— 
With foul diſhonour. 
MIRA. | 
| Arbiters of juſtice ! 
W by hes your lightnings, when ſuch crimes _y 
Your everlaſting vengeance ?. 
M 1ITHRINES. 
STEW | But Aſpaſia, 
With that heroic fortitude of ſoul, 
Became the noble conſort of Mithrines ; 


By gentler means, deſpairing to preſerve 
Inviolate her honour, when ſhe ſaw 


Perſuaſions ineffeual, unappall'd, 
Snatch'd from his fide the dagger which he wore, . 


| * &er his arm her . could d prevent, 


” 
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| Deep in her boſom plunging it, beneath - = 
His feet, fell inſtant proſtrate on the earth, 
Expiring with a groan. ' This tale of woe, 
Since my arrival, from a female ſlave, 
Who, aw'd by terror of the tyrant's wrath, © 
The brutal outrage from a neighbouring chamber 
Saw, but preſum'd not to affiſt her miſtreſs, 
I learn'd in private, 
| M IRVAN. 
Execrable ruffian [. 
But where waethen the beautiful Semira, 
Your virgin daughter by a former marriage ? 
Her 2 preſence might have ſav'd Aſpaſia. 
 Mr1TwRrINEs. | 
She chk, perchance, was abſent from the Caltle, 
Or in the bloom of innocence and youth, 
My child, perhaps, a victim teo had fall'n 
To luſt, more ſavage than the mountain tyger, 
And aggravated obloquy had ſtain'd 
The honour of my houſe. 
| MiRx VAN. 
h But ſay, Mithrines, 
Relate what follow'd this inhuman inſult. 
How did th' aſſaſſin meet your injur'd preſence? 
With all the pride of deſpotiſm inflated, . 
Say did he brave his perpetrated crime? 
Or with the varniſh of ſome ſpecious tale, 
Deteſtably prevaricating, ftrive 
"mM gloſs, and. palliate, his atrocious guilt? 
n MiTHRINES. 
 Dreading the fury of my juſt reſentment, 
In terror, leſt my influence with the ſoldiers, 


nn! . t TO 
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And join his rebel ſubjects to dethrone 
A monſter, fo abandon' d, e er the tidings 
Had reach'd my ear, withdrawing my command, 
He call'd me back to Suſa, on pretence | 
Of needing my attendance near his perſan ; 
And now attempts, beneath a load of honours, 
To bury the remembrance of my wrongs. 
But would he yield his empire to my rule, 
Not e'en that empire ſhould procure his pardon, 
Or mollify my righteous indignation, 5 
Till in his heart my reeking ſteel] has cancell'd 
Aſpaſia's ſuff rings. No, eternal Mithra ! 
Here in thy preſence, on his bended knee, [#neeling, 
Michrines vows, his ſoul ſhall taſte no pleaſure, 
Till juſt muy receiye its conſummation. 
MIR VAN. 

The __ themſelves might leaye their golden thrones, 
And Oroſmades, join'd by Mithra, bare 
His red right arm, to aid a cauſe ſo righteous, 


Shall we, Oh ſhame ! the ſons of Perſians, nurs'd 


In honourable freedom, we, Mithrines, 
Baw down our necks, and crouch beneath the yoke, 
Like timid, fawning flaves ? Forbid it valor ! 
Oh, would ſome glorious reſolution offer, 
To cruſh the tyrant, and aſſert our rights, 
This hand ſhould joyful join the ſacred cauſe, 
And aid Mithrines to revenge A ſpaſia. 
| M1THRINES. | 

My heart acknowledges thy goodneſs, Miryan, 
And prateful thanks thee for this proof of friendſhip, 
Oh, would Arſaces, would he meet our wiſhes ! 
Then might we hurl the murd'rer from his throne, - 
Might ignominious from his temples tear 
.. 9 


Th. 
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2 imperial diadem. But much 1 2 
No cauſe fo ſacred can be ſoundz to bend + 
His ſtern n. of virtue 


1 MrRxvaAn. 
In noble minds imperious honour rules 
With unremitted empire, Yet the wrongs 
Borne by the parent of his lov'd Semira, ; 
2 Muſt rouſe his wrath, and hurl it at the tyrant, 


 MITHRINES.. 

On this I build my deareſt expectation. 
Grant, Oroſmades, he may ſrl de, 
Vidorious from the field. TY 0 

MIV A&R. 
That r is ad 
This morn artiv'd a. courier, who reports 
Barbarian Oſrba, whoſe hardy legions 
So long have ravag'd Perſia unreveng'd, 
And brav'd our arms, has fled before the hero. 


MirAAIN IS. 4 


By heav ng tis well! fwift haſte 1 we. then to ge 
The welcome tidings. But be cautious, Mirvan, | 


Remember Pharaſmanes i is ſuſpicious z ; 
Nought but the firmeſt ſecrecy of conduct, PE 
Can cer mature our meditated vengeance, 


Or ſhield ourſelves from ruin. Then be guarded, 


Nor let the ſmalleſt ſemblance of emotion, 


The hidden purpoſe of your heart. betray, - [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE I. A Chanter in the Palace. 


„ —— MrTunInzs 
and M IR VA Ne 


, 


* PHARASMANES, | 
Haſte, and proclaim the tidings thro? our ſtreets ; ; 
Bid all our ſubjects give a looſe to rapture. 
Thou, to our preſence, introduce the Herald, 


| Who bears the tidings of a monarch's glory. [Ex. Mr. 


This day brings more than conqueſt. Now, my 110 
*Tis now I reign, for Oſr6a's defeat, 
Has fixt my throne in ſafety. _ . 


Enter MIRVAN with an Or rien. 


welcome, Soldier, 


1 eelumphant on thy brow the ſignet 


- 


Of victory impreſs'd. Your warlike leader 
Has well ſuſtain'd the fame of Pharaſmanes, 
But haſte, unfold the wonders of the fight, 
That to the ſtory of his matchleſs deeds, 

In that ſtern lift magnatiimous perform'd, 


Where armies wither'd by the noxious glare 


Flaſh'd from the eye-balls of war's giant demen, 
To earth fell proſtrate, my enamour'd eat 
May bend complacent, and, with wrapt attention, 


Hear the recital of his great atchievements. 


OFFICER. 
At length, dread Sir, your arms are crown'd with con- 
Again to Scythia, to his drear domain, {queſt. 
Barbarian Oſr6a has fled defeated. . 


Ne' er 4 eye of all F Michra 


More 


ARESACES | o» 


A 


g More hard fought field, more dreadful carnage v view. 
Fell Arimanius thunder'd thro? the ranks, © 

And by his ſide the fury Diſcord ſtrode, | 

In robes diſtilling blood. Long hover'd Victory 

With crimſon wings around us, till Arſaces, 

Who, like 2 god, like Mithra's fulgent form, 

Thron'd on his blazing car, exalted rode, 

Amid the thickeſt of the adverſe hoſt 

His axle driving, with his own right hand, 

Mow'd dewn the foe. Such wond'rous valor rous'd 

Each Perſian arm to fiercer deeds of proweſs. 

With emulation every warrior preſs'd 


Io gain the prize, diſdaining to be conquer'd.' | 


Borne down reſiſtleſs by th' impetuous ſhock, 

The proud barbarian fled the field in terror ; 

And deſolation cover'd with her pall, : 
The ſcatter'd remnant of his routed hoſt. 5 ; 


PHARASMANES. 
5 M by the name of ſovereign Oromades 
. The brave deſcription ſets my ſoul on fire, 
I thank ye, gods ! Be ſuch the fate of all 
Who dare diſpute our empire. Say, where left you 
The heroic vifor ? | 
| ore | 8 
But ſome few leagues diſtant, 
With all the ſplendid trophies of his conqueſt, \ 
Triumphantly returning. 


PHARASMANES. 
»Tis enough. 
Haſte, in our name congratulate the chief 3 
Bid him accelerate his march to Suſa, 
Where Pharaſmanes waits to deck his d ; 
With laurels tas: his matchleſs merit. Ex. Officer. 
C | | Thou, 
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Thou, 8 ſee, with feſtive fillets bound, 
| The ſacred victim we to heav'n muſt offer, 


For ſuch propitious fortune.' [Exit Mirvan. 
Reft, Mithrines, 


T have a ſecret aſks your private audience. 
Approach, my friend, and give me patient hearing. 
Too well thou know'ſt——Oh ! would I could conceal 
From thee, from Perſia, from my own reflection, 
The fatal knowledge but too well thou know'ſt 
= - 0 unhappy outrage, when, amid a whirlwind , 
Of paſſions toſt—fain, fain would I forget 
Fain from thy breaſt obliterate every trace— 
Could I recal the moments which are paſt 
Again to being—but ſince that is hopeleſs, 
Tell me, Mithrines, is there no atonement— 
| M1THRINES. 
| No more, my lord, I penetrate your meaning: 
Let not my ſov'reign dwell on the remembrance 
Of indiſcretions paſt ; nor apprehend 
Mithrines' ſoul ſtill nouriſhes reſentment, 
Or broods on wrongs, conſign'd, with dead Aſpaſia 
To everlaſting reſt. Can Pharaſmanes 
Suſpect Mithrines ever would indulge | 
One thought ſubverſive of that true allegiance, 
Thoſe honours merit, his unaſk'd indulgence 
Has heap'd upon his ſervant ? | 
PHARASMANES. | 
Ves, Mithrines, 
Thy obſervation cannot but have noted 
With what profuſion of increaſing favours, 
Show'r'd on thy head inceſſant, I have ſtrove - 
Th' indignity I offer'd to repay ; 
And willing {till to purchaſe thy forgiveneſs ' 
By nobler tribute, I have now reſoly'd. . 
e | Ss With 


A R A CBS. - * 
With ſuch an ample kbp to grace thee, 


As ſuits the dignity of Pharaſmanes. 


Thou haſt a daughter. 
MITRR INES. | 
Ha ! what means the tyrant „ 
© PHARASMANES. : 
A daughter too, whoſe lovelineſs might warm 
The frozen heart of age. Not youthful poets, | 
In all their glowing luxury of fancy, 
Can paint the moiety of her perfections. 
Her matchleſs beauty is above all praiſe, 
And ſhall no longer unreguarded bloom. 
In retribution for th' unhappy wrong 
I offer'd to the virtue of Aſpaſia, ; 
The fair Semira ſhall partake my throne ; 
And thou, henceforward, be my more than father, 
Haſte then, Mithrines ; haſte; and let her know 
The lord of Perfia bows beneath her charms, 
Impatient waiting till the holy rite 
In nuptial bonds entwine our mutual hearts, 
And every thought of injuries atton d | 
Be buried in oblivion. 5 LExit attended. 
Tg M1THRINES.. 7 
| Hence, thou . 
And is it 4 thy folly hopes to cancel N 
Thuy ſcroll of guilt? thus vainly truſts to ſcape 
My righteous vengeance? Glorious retribution ! 
Exalted recompenſse ! - Aſpaſia's murd'rer, 
My daughter's lord ! By everlaſting Mithra, 
Theſe hands ſhall ſooner in her blood be drench d. 
(after a pauſe, . 
But ſoft a moment Grant ſhe were bis empreſs 


Then what occaſions numberleſs would offer ; 2 
C 2 While 


= ARS A GE 8 
| While-unſuſpeRing, all his fears reſign'd, 
; | The tyrant dreams of no conceal'd reſentments, 
| | To ftrike th' avenging dagger to his heart, 
And gloriouſly retaliate on his head 
Aſpaſia's death—By heav'n it cannot fail ! 
For this will rouſe Arſaces' lumb' ring ire, 
And injur'd love will point the ſhafts of vengeance. 
Smile, Arimanius ! to behold him work 
His own perdition, and foreſtal his ruin. ¶ Enit. 


„ n + 
A Chamber tn MriTHRIN rs. Houſe. 
Enter SEMIRA and PANTHEA. 


SEM IAA. 


Arſaces victor! Oh celeſtial ſound! - 
Sweeter than muſic to my raviſh'd ears. 
And have the gods propitious heard my pray * 
Has Oroſmades twin'd the wreath of conqueſt, 
To grace my hero's temples? Bleſs'd event 
But ſay, Panthea; to my liſt'ning ear 
Again repeat thy ſtory, paſſing wonder. 
My doubting heart refuſes to believe, 
A bliſs ſo exquiſite awaits Semira. 
Thou can'ſt not ſure deceive— 


PAN TRE A. 


My gracious miſtreſs, 
| Indulge no more theſe melancholy viſions. 
The city rings with ſhouts of fervent joy. 
E'en while I ſpeak, in all the pomp of triumph, 
He comes to lay his laurels at your feet. 


SEMIRA, 


ARS ACE 6 
SE MIA A. 

| Tranſporting thought! The champion of his day 
Comes to receive a nation's gratulations 3 
A nation reſcued by his arm from ruin. 
But what is all the current of their joy, 
With that vaſt tide of boundleſs.love compar'd, 
Which oyerflows the boſom of Semira ? 
Leſs than Choaſpes with th' expanſe of ocean. 
So ſhould her raptures ſwell beyond their gladneſs; 
And yet, alas | my ſpirits droop unbidden : - 
Something within me chills the riſing tranſport, 
And duk 3 harrow up my heart. 


PANTHE A. 
Still will you dwell on viſionary evils ? 
When pleaſure courts you to her fairy bow'r, 
When love and glory join to crown your wiſhes, 
Thus in their. bud to cruſh the lovely bloſſoms, 
| Betrays a-timid, womaniſh deſpondence, 
Beneath Semira's fpirit. * 


SEMI 1 

Oh, Panthea! 
Fain would J quit theſe fearful apprehenſions, 
And bid my ſoul indulge in brighter proſpects; 
But vain my efforts; with redoubled force 
They ruſh upon me, ſeize my ſtruggling heart, 
And will not be reſiſted, Yeſternight, 
J ſhudder while I ſpeak it, at that hour, | 
T hat ſolemn hour, when reſtleſs ſpirits leave 
Untenanted their graves, with mournful aſpect 
Aſpaſia drew my curtain: In her breaſt 
The fatal wound I ſaw, her own right hand 
In phrenzy had imprinted—With a look - - 
That pierc'd my heart, and froze my vital hJood, 
1 . She 
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She bade me ſummon all my reſolution, 

And prove myſelf her daughter. In amaze 

Entranc'd I lay ; my tongue denied its office. 

At length recovering I enquir'd the ſecret _ 

In theſe fore-warnings wrapt; but, ſwift as thought, 

She inſtantaneous vaniſh'd from my ſight, 

And the next moment offer'd to my view, 

My father, and my lover, dead before me. 

 Trembling with horror, ſoon my piercing ſhrieks 

Awak'd me from my ſlumbers, when I found, 

*T'was but a dream, if dream it might be nam'd, 

Which forc'd its image on my waking ſenſes. 
PANTHE A. 


Theſe are the coinings of creative fancy. 
Soon will Arſaces bleſs you with his preſence, 
And from * boſom baniſh every fear, 


los xn IV. 


Enter M1THRINES. 


M1THRINES.. 

Leave us, Panthea ; matters of. high import 
Require an inſtant audience of my daughter. [Ex. Pan. 
I have a ſecret to unfold, Semira, 

Will aſk th' exertion of your utmoſt prudence, 
Tell me, ſhould fortune deſtine you to empire, 
Would not the pomp and ſplendor of a throne, 
Have charms ſufficient to engage your heart ? 
= SE MIRA. 
Ha! whence theſe queſtions ? My preſaging mind ! ? 


Say, whither do they lead? 
MI1THRINES, 


* 
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M1THRINES. 
| Our haughty monarch, 
T h' enamour'd captive of Semira's beauty, 
Has privately demanded my conſent, 
To make her partner of his bed and kingdom, 
SEMIRA. | 
To Pharaſmanes plighted | Gracious heav'n ! 
Shall your Semira condeſcend to wed 
Aſpaſia's cruel murd'rer? Holy Mithra |! 
Shall the vain pomp of royalty have pow r 
MITRHRINVESV. 28 
Come to my arms, thou honour of my race; 
This glorious ſpirit well becomes my daughter, 
Know then, Semira, I but feign'd compliance 
To ſtrike the ſurer blow. Do thou purſue 
The means which fortune places in our reach; 
Conſent, be his, then take an ample vengeance 
For all the woes our dear Aſpaſia ſuffer'd, 
And daſh him headlong to the doleful realms, 
Where Arimanius and his fiends inhabit. 
381 MIE A. 
Am I awake? Dread minifters of heav'iht 
Mithrines' child an infamous aſſaſſin 
The bare idea chills my ſoul with horror. 
Oh hear me, Sir, my father, thrice rever'd: 
If yet your daughter ſhares a parent's love, 
If yet you value your unſullied fame, 
Hear, hear your pleading child. F orego your purpoſe, 
Nor thus reluctant urge her to the altar. 
Think what keen anguiſh will o'erwhelm Arſaces, 
And wait with patience his return to Suſa. 2 
This new attempt muſt wake his dread reſentment, 
Muſt urge him on to join your juſt revenge, | 
_ "_ pollution fave his loy'd Semira. 


: 


M1THRINEsS, 
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Ae & 
M1THRINES. : = 
Weep not, my daughter ; granted be your with. 
I would not force you to connubial bonds 
Your ſoul abhors. Meantime guard well the ſecret 
Within your heart impenetrably lock'd, 
Till Suſa greets th' heroic chief, whoſe arm | 
Has ſav d his country from impending ruin. [ Exit. 
-SEMIRA. 
It is as I ſuſpected. Oh, Aſpaſia 
Prophetie were thy words, The gods are rous'd ! 
Some dreadful fate is lab'ring into birth, 
But let it come, prepar'd I ſtand to ſuffer 
Their awful pleaſure, Yes, thou facred ſhade ! 
Doubt not Semira will be found thy daughter. 
While there are daggers, or ſwift-working poiſons, 
Nor racks, nor torments ſhall ſubdue my will, 
Or make me vow affection to the tyrant. [Exite 


\ 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


The TOP» * PALACE. 


Enter Aba attended by Dn and 
n ber Maid. 


AA IAN A. 


N O more, Daraxa, this diſcourſe offends me. 
I aſk not of his triumph, that I know - N 
Will ſoon be ſpread thro' Perſia's ample empire; 
'Tis of Arſaces, of himſelf, I aſk. 
DAR Ax A. 
My gracious Princeſs, moderate this fervor; 
This ſoft i impatience will betray your ſecret. 
Already fame, in private whiſpers, blazons 
The love of Ariana for Arſaces; 
And this emotion, were it now diſcover'd, 
Would give a ſanction to uprous'd ſuſpicion, 
IT. EPY 7 
Alas! how wretched is the lot of women 
Should, unawares, our lips repeat a name, 
The murd'rous tongue of ſlander will pronounce 
Our hearts the victims of tyrannic paſſion. | 
But ſay, Daraxa, how does Suſa greet 
The welcome tidings ? Thro? her ample bounds, 
Do not her ſons, with ſwelling acclamation_ 
| D | 1 Ring 
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Ring out the hero's unexampled deeds, 
And everlaſting fame ? 
DARAXA. 

| Ves, gracious Princes, 

_ His high atchievements are the common theme; 
All tongues with tranſport hang upon his name, 
In rapturous peals of unaffected joy, On 
Hailing th' arrival of their guardian hero, 


 ARIANA. | 
And well they may, for his unconquer'd arm, 
Has ſav'd the realm from imminent perdition. 
But yet, methinks, my boding mind could wiſh 
TH incautious people, with leſs ardent zeal, 
Would pay their grateful homage to his virtues. 
My brother is ſupicious. His high ſpirit 
Will bear no rival 1 in his ſubjects favour. - 
(Trumpets at a di france. 
But hark / theſe trumpets ipeak Arſaces near. 
Haſte thee, Daraxa, haſte, and view the pageant; 
For Phariſmanes, of his triumph proud, 
In honour to the victor, has decreed a 
With all the ſtate of Majeſty to meet him, 
| Mark well Arſaces, mark his look, his carriage, 
With what demeanor he ſupports his fortune ; 
Then ſwift returning, t6 my longing ear ' 
Diſplay that ſcene, which cuſtom's tyrant law 
Forbids the eye of Perſia's virgin Princeſs. [ Ex, Daraxa. 
Deluſive ſplendor ! painted, gew-gaw Phantom! 
Ah, what avail thy palaces, thy domes, 
Thy purple robes, thy canopy of Gold, 
To eaſe the throbbings of a love- ſick heart 
Happy your lot, ye unambitious maidens, 
Who lowly born, your fleecy care attend, | 
| 5 Along 


N. 
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Along the plains by clear Choaſpes water d. 
Tyrannic laws reſtrain not your fond Breaſts, 


Tis love alone your faithful ſouls obey, 


Ye know no other Bonds, Could I, like you, 


The gentle wiſhes of my heart unfold, 


My fate would then be worthy of my Birth. | 
| [Exit with her 1 
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 PrHARAS MANES, attended by Courtiers, 
Guards, Sc. Mitazines "and MixvAx. 


[Warlike Muſic at a diſtance:] N 


MIRVAN. 
My Lord, the victor comes. Behold his banners, 
In ſtate — ſtreaming to the gale. 


9 Military PROCESSION. 


Spoils, Priſoners, Standards, &c. Behind 
appears ARSACES, with Officers. 


„„ (kneeling to the King. * 
Theſe Trophies, torn from Oſröõa's ſtern Brow, 
—Amid the terrors of the field of death, 
Where, like the roar of agitated ocean, 
Where winds contending roll upon its ſurface 
The whitening foam, wars horrid clang reſounded, 
Dread Pharaſmanes, at your feet I lay. 
| PRHARRASMAN ES. 
Theſe trophies, chief, are your's; to you alone 


F or * and freedom, Perſia i is indebted. | 
; Mlethinks 
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 Methinks I ſee our ancient heroes ſmile, 


As from their beds of Aſphodel they bend, 


=O hail the rival of their deathleſs glory. 


ARSACES. 


My royal maſter rates too high my ſeryice; 
Tis Pharaſmanes who ſecures our freedom. 


I was his ſervant, and am well repaid 


To ſee my-ſovereign, and my country triumph. 
PHARASMANES. | 


" Auſpicious day! this univerſal voice 
Of gladneſs, ecchoing thro? the raptur'd city, 
Calms every fear, and ſooths my ſoul to peace. 


M1THRANES. 


Yet this ſecurity may ſeal your ruin. faſide. 


PHARASMANES. 


But where, brave champion, ſhall thy merits find 
Their due reward? Continue thy cqmmand, 
Still lead my hoſts to conqueſt, and to glory. 
For'theſe, the trophies of thy well-earn'd fame, 
Preſerve them ſacred as the pledge of honor, 
And know, amid theſe unexpected bleſſings, FE 
Which heav'n propitious ſhow'rsthis day on Perſia, 
Thyſelf the nobleſt. Now awhile we leave you, 
To ſocial gratulations, and endearments ; 
That tribute render'd we expect your preſence, 
In private at our palace. 


[Exit attended by his Guards and Me . 


MiTHRINES. 


To renown, 


Enough bus been beſtow'd. Now friendſhip claims 
Her right to welcome Perſia's great deliv'rer. _ 


- 


| ARSACES, 


\ 


| -ARSACES. | 
Thus to ſalute the father of my miſtreſs, 

The father of Semira, far exceeds - 

The joy I felt when conqueſt crown'd my ſabre. 

But ſay, Mithines, ſay how fares thy daughter, 

| That beauteous maid, to whom my ſoul is wedded ? 


0 | M1THRINES. 
Within this hour I left her in her chamber, 
Impatient waiting for the happy moment, 
Which, brings her back the lord of her affections. 


ARS AES. 

Lead then, Oh lead me, inſtant to her preſence ; 
My ſoul in tumults bounds to meet my love ; 
To you, brave Coſrohes, I leave in charge | 
Theſe pledges of our triumph. Come, Mithrines, 
For hours are ages till I greet Semira. [ Exeunt. 

S tC. KM .&. -. 
A Chamber in MiTaRines Houſe. 
Enter SEMIRA. 
1 SEMIRA. 

How ſlowly moves the ſilent foot of time, 
Compar'd with lovers wiſhes ! They ſurpaſs _ 
His rapid progreſs, more than vollied lightnings 
Outſtrip, in ſwiftneſs, the diurnal ſpeed 
Of Mithra's flaming courſers. Could theſe eyes 
Once more behold my lord ! Yet horrid fears 
Curdle my veins, and nip the blooming j joy, 
With which the proſpect of his near arrival h 
Should ſwell my boſom, ' Well, too well, I 0 
Stern Pharaſmanes' unrelenting temper ; 


Pa 


— 
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Nor dread I leſs Arſaces' reſolution, 


And manly ſenſibility. Too plain, 


My conſcious mind preſages ſome diſaſter, 
Some inauſpicious deſtiny impends 

Malignant o'er us. Wretched was I born, 
And fortune, fam'd for fickleneſs, and change, 
With me, alone, her wanted nature loſes. 
But look, my hero comes | 


Enter ARSACES > MITHRINES: 


ARs AES. 
My life's beſt treaſure ! 
Twas the fond proſpect of this dear embrace, 
Which nerv'd my arm amid the ſhock of battle, 


'To thee I owe the trophies I have gain'd ; 
For, had ambition been my only ſpur, 


Nor love impell'd me to deſerve thy ſmiles, 
My arm had ſunk beneath ſtern Oſröa's proweſs. 
All-gracious Mithra ! whence theſe heaving ſighs ? 
This ſadneſs on your aſpect ? 
SEMIR A. 
Oh, Arſaces!. 
ARSACES. 
What unexpected Is it thus Semira 
Greets my arrival? Is the name of love 
Become ſo hateful ? Still, Semira, ſilent 
Will you not ſpeak to me? 
SEMIR A. : 
| Grief ſtops my utt'rance. 
I cannot, cannot ſpeak. Oh, Sir! my father 
ARSACES. 
Ha! ſpeak, Mithrines; let me not remain 
Thus tortyr'd by ſuſpenſe. 


MirTHRINES. 


AB SACES a 
| MriTHaRINES. 
My lips had told you 
When firſt we met, but cruel I eſteem'd i it, 
To interrupt the current of your joy, 
With fad deſcription of our galling wrongs, 
We live, my friend, beneath a cruel yoke ; ' 
While haughty Oſröa was unſubdued, - 
This Pharaſmanes, this abandon'd tyrant— ' 2 
Anv4acns-: | 
Amazement all! What mean thy words, Mithrines ? 
M1iTHRINES. 
Their fatal purport will too ſoon be blazon'd ; 


When you behold, fad fruit of all your erfumphs, 
Your lov'd Semira raviſh'd from your arms, 


| ARSACES. 

Semira raviſh'd—Whence theſe fatal hints ? 
What ruffian ſlave My brain is all confuſion, 
_ Explain the ſecret lab'ring of your mind, 
And let the worſt— 

M1THRINES. 
Prepare thee then to hear 
A tale will wring with agany thy boſom, 
Know Pharaſmanes has this morn demanded 
_ daughter for his queen, 
ARSACES. 
| His queen | diftraQtion | 
| Semira Perſia's empreſs ! Have you both 
Conſented to betray— 
SE MIRA. 
Betray thee, ſay'ſt thou ? 
Unkind interpretation | No, Arſaces, 
May Oroſmades leave me to deſpair 
If e'er I ſwerv'd in fancy from my vows. Fo 
1 Es | M1TKRINES, 


n ACE 8. 


M1THRINES. 

What art, what ſtory « could I ſpecious feign ? 
Should I have urg'd him with his hideous crimes, 
And brav'd his fury? No, *tis you alone 
Can ſtem the torrent of his lawleſs pow'r, 
Unbind our chains, and vindicate our rights. 


ARSACE 8, 
The hearts of monarchs ſhould be ſpotleſs temples, 
Where unpolluted incenſe ought to burn; 
And would, but ſordid, ſacrilegious hands, 
Defile the altar, and lt the gift. 
Yet would you madly quench the ſacred flame, 


Becauſe the prieſts appointed to prepare 
The hallow'd ſacrifice, are falſe and wicked ? 


'SEMIRA. 

Oh! think Semira muſt be your's no longer, 
Will you deſert her ? will you view her dragg'd, 
A wretched victim, to the nuptial altar? 

See ſavage Prieſts perform thoſe dreadful rites, 
Which muſt for ever part me from Arſaces ? 


ARSACES. 

Forbid it honour ! Shield me from the image! 
It ſtings to madneſs. No, not Pharaſmanes, 
Shall tear you from my boſom. I will haſte, 
Will inſtant fly, and tell him all my — 

He cannot treat 


Enter an Orr IEA. 


Orrierx. 
My lord, the king expects 

Your inſtant preſence, on affaicrof moment, 
Touching his empire's weal. 


ARSACES, 
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/ 


ARSACES 

I wait his pleaſure, Ex. 3 
Weep not, Semira, dry thoſe pearly drops, 
Nor doubt but heav'n will ſmile upon our love; 
Indulge the hope, and quit theſe tender fears, 
For never, never will I yield thy beauties, 
Tho' Arimanius rain upon my head . 
Inceſſant plagues, and foul-corroding anguiſh, lf — 


8 CEN E IV. A Chamber in the Palace, 


Enter PHARASMANES attended, 


PHARASMANES. 

I like 1 not this + as of the people; 
His ſpreading fame my regal ſtate eclipſes: 
It hangs around me like a low'ring cloud, 
Whoſe ſullen veil ohſtructs the blaze of Mithra. 
Should blind ambition urge him to uſurp 
My regal throne, my faſcinated ſubjects 
Would ſoon enable him to gain his purpoſe, 
Leaving their monarch but the empty title, 
And deſpicable pageantry of pow'r. 
Some ſtrong connection muſt ſecure his fealty, 


Enter an OFFICER. 


| Orient. 

My lord, Arſaces will with duteous haſte 
Obey your dread beheſt, 

PHARASMANES, 
»Tis well. Thou leave us. (Ex. Officer 
What if I pledge him Ariana's hand ? 
That gift at once repays his ev'ry ſervice, - 
And ſeals him mine for ever. Tis reſoly'd. 
But ſoft, he comes. Oh 


— 


« 


. E | Enter 
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Enter ARSACES. 


PHARASMANES, 
Retire, and quit the chamber, 
All but Arſaces.— Welcome, valiant general. 
Fain would your ſovereign pay the mighty debt, 
Your honourable ſervices demand ; 
But ſince your merits, and atchievements, ſoar . 
Superior to reward, accept ſuch honours, 
Tho' far inferior to your rated worth, 
As Pharaſmanes to your choice can offer. 


ARSACES:; 
My royal maſter, when for you, and Perſia, 
I brav'd the horrors of remorſeleſs war, 
No ſelfiſh motive drew me to the field. 
To prove my duty was my honeſt aim, 
And if that duty can preſerve your-favour, 
My heart reſts ſatisfied, nor pants for more, 


— 


„ PHARASMANES. 
Not ſo can mine. All Perſia ſhall behold, 
That Pharaſmanes burns to pay the tribute, 
Due to the man whoſe arm redeem'd his _— 
You ſhall partake the bed of Ariana, 
And mix your blood—What means thisdown-caſt aſpect ?, 
| ARSACES. 
| Eu, ſenſes are confus'd. So vaſt an honour 
Surpaſſes my belief. Shall I, a ſubject, 
Aſpire to her, whoſe princely rank demands 
A ſcepter'd monarch— 
Pi | 
No—this thin diſguiſe 
Deceives not me. This feign'd reſpect, Arſaces, 
Too plain appears a cover to refuſe 


The 
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The honour I intend you. Canſt thou deem 
Our ſiſter's hand, beneath your nous acceptance ? 


ARSACES. 
My. royal lord miſapprehends my words. 
Se fair a prize would pay a life of toils; 
But he, whoſe ſoul is knit in fond affection 
To one dear maid, ſhuns, partial, all engagements, 
But thoſe his own devoted heart has fram'd, 


" PHARASMANES. | 
Where dwells this beauty, whoſe ſuperior ume | 
Eclipſe her fex ? Diſcloſe to me her nam 


Myſelf, with; joy, will ſeal the nuptial contract, 


And haſte to crown your happineſs, 


 ARSACES. 
Semira. 
PHARASMANES. 
Semira ! ſaidſt thou? 1 7 
> An e 
: | Daughter of Mithrines. 
By heav'n, it moves him | (afide, 
Ee, | PHARASMANES. 
Is your paſſion mutual? 
N ſome rival may diſpute her heart. 


ARS AC ESV. 
I do not fear it. What preſumptuous rival — 
| PHARASMANES. 
And if there ſhould ? 
A RSACES. 


Why let him, at his perl I 
Arſaces' ſword can equally defend 
His ſovereign, and his miſtreſs, | 5 
| + PHAR AS- 
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PHARASMANES, 
Then, proud chief, 
"HY 'rainſt that ſov'reign muſt thy ſword defend it. 
To Perſia's monarch is Semira deſtin d. 
ARSACES. 
70 Pharaſmanes ? Mighty Orofmades ! 1 
Are thus my faithful ſervices—Impoſlible ! 
My ſovereign will relent ; for not to him 
Can I conſent to yield up my Semira. 
Her heav'nly beauty was the quick ning ſpur, 


Which urg'd me forward in the race of glory, 
And gave me ſtrength to guard my Prince, and country. 


Her dear poſſeſſion was the ſole reward, 
For which Arſaces ſigh'd, and now he aſks it. 


Les, that Arſaces, who ſo oft has ſhed 


His willing blood at Pharaſmanes' call, 
Now claims— _ | 
| PHARASMANES,. (Half drawing his ſabre.) 
Ha ! boaſter |. But I check my anger. 
This once e thy merits ſhall procure thy pardon : 
But, hence, beware, nor dare incenſe that pow'r, 
Whoſe pond'rous arm will cruſh thee to the earth. 
Sn eee 

My gd maſter, if in aught my words 
Have overleap'd the ſacred. bounds of duty, 

Excuſe my warmth ; my faith, my heart, is your's ; 
Semua's love is all my boſom ſighs for. 
n my heart her image, long engrav d 

| PHARASMANES. 

Leave me ; no more—This bold demeanor fait" 
Th' embattled field ; but know before your ſoy? reign, 
Obedience is your duty. Hence, and learn, | 
T hat Pharaſmanes wile unalk'd do 8 [ Ex, Avſaices, 

| Ha! 


/ 1 ſaw his boſom heave with lab'ring paſſions, 
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D Ha rival'd by my ſlave ! that ſlave. ſo pow'rful ! 

On! curſe of royalty] But hence complainings ! 

Shall Pharaſmanes dread a ſubject's menace ? ; 

No, to evince my plenitude of pow'r, 

And ftrike his ſoul with terror at my firmneſs, 

To-morrow's fun ſhall view the ſolemn rite, 

And to my arms conſign Mithrines* daughter, (Exit. 


V6: s G E N E V. 
A Chamber in Mrruzines Houfe. 


Enter AR8ACES and SEMIRA, =] 


ARSACES. e 
Yes, my Semira yes, the die is caſt; 
The fatal ſecret now ſtands all unfolded. 
His ſoul enamour'd doats on your perfections: 


But ſhall I yield thy beauties to a rival ? 
Shall I behold him hang upon your ſmiles ? 
Oh! Death! to gaze enraptur'd on your face, 
To touch your hands, to taſte your fragrant breath? 
No, while this arm can weild my truſty ſabre, 
Ne'er will Arſaces ſuffer ſuch pollution. 
2 SEMIRA, 
Relentleſs gods ! for what am I reſerv'd? 
What hoard of miſery is yet in ſtore, | 
To heap its horrors on a wretched woman? 
Oh ! calm this tempeſt of conflicting dir 85 7 
Nor ruſh upon inevitable death, | 
Truſt your Semira, on her truth rely; | 
For here ſhe vows, before yon glorious ſymbol, 
To ſink unſullied to the dreary tomb, 
_ Fer ſhe ſubmit to violate her faith, 
8 : Anier 


Mn CEM 
Enter Mi1THRINEs, haſtily. 


MirnRIN ES. 5 
Now ſay, Arſaces, did I falſely brand 
This Pharafmanes, with the name of tyrant} 
He has reſolv'd to-morrow's ſun ſhall view 
His nuptials with Semira. 


S E MIR A. 
T eee 


Ax s AES. 

Diigrace and r ruin—am I] then ſo fall'n 
"Tis paſt all ſuff 'rance—Arbiters divine 
Have I for this preſerv'd his tott'ring empire? 
By heav'n, he dares not, Inſtant will I ſeek him, 
And force him to confeſs his black injuſtice. 
He dares not treat Arſaces, who has fix'd 
His fallen throne, with mockery and inſult, Exit. 


SEM IA. 
Now the black tempeſt, which ſo long has brooded, 
Is fully ripen'd, and prepar'd to lance 
Its flaming bolts. Oh! venerable Sir! 
If e'er you held your wretched daughter dear, 
Conceal theſe. tranſports of a heart in anguiſh, 
And ſtop theſe horrid nuptials ; while ſhe flies 
To ſooth Arſaces” riſing indignation, 

And win him from his fatal reſolution,  _ | 
To brave the tyrant's mercileſs reſentment, [ Exit. 
M1THRINES. 

Yes, fear no longer theſe deteſted nuptials. 6 
Since thy weak heart diſclaims Aſpaſia's Cauſe, 


Nor theſe diſgraceful, aggravated inſults, 
Can rouſe Arſaces to dethrone the tyrant, 


His flow reſolves I will await no longer: 


This a 


A R A N R 4 

This night Tigranes, his attendant eunuch, 
Whom force of gold has won to aid my 7 
Shall execute the meditated blow, o 

On which my ſoul in ſecret long has brooded, 
And in his palace, ſtab this Pharaſmanes. 
Peace then, dear ſpirit ! e'er the bluſh.of Mithra, 
| Whoſe weſtern beams now gild the broad horizon, 
Shall deck afreſh yon orient arch with purple, 
Their due revenge thy aſhes ſhall receive. 

But ſhould Tigranes fail in- the attempt— - 
| [ Aﬀter- a pauſe. 

Why let VIE fail—his doom ſhall ſtill be ade: 2 
Within his chamber will I drop a ſcroll, 
Whoſe ſeeming friendſhip ſhall proclaim Arſaces, 
In ſecret plotting ſome atrocious ſcheme, 
To ſeize his throne and life. His jealous rage 
Will prompt him ſoon to truſt the ſpecious tale; 
Then will his temper goad him on vindictive, 
To deeds muſt ſeal infallible his ruin; 
Muſt wake, perforce, the fury of Arſaces; 
Rouſing with him all irritated Suſa, 
To ſave their guardian hero from his malice, 
And drag the monſter headlong from his throne. 
Stern Arimanius ! deity of vengeance ! 
Ariſe, and aid thy own inſpir'd mma 
Let no remorſe arreſt Tigranes' hand, 

But ſteel his boſom, and direct his dagger. [LErxit. 


\ 
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er m. en 1. 
The Garde: of be Palace. The Sun ing. 


Enter M1THRINES. 


MITHRINES. 


Px ERDITION ſeize the flave ! The piles ſeems 
As calm, and filent as the peaceful bow'r 

Of Innocence. Already, from the ocean, 

Mithra breaks forth, and yet Tigranes comes not. 

By heav'n I hop'd—[alarm.]—Ha ! whence that ſudden 
The deed is now performing; nerve his arm, [noiſe ? 
Stern Arimanius !—Poiſon to * ſight! 

The tyrant lives. 


are PHARASMANES, without his Crown 
and Mantle, his Sword drawn and * 
ns by his Attendants. 


PHARASMANES. 
Each avenue be guarded, 
Let none eſcape the palace. Pow'rs of heav'n! 
Can Perſia nouriſh ſuch a ſecret viper? 
Whom ſhall a monarch henceforth truſt, Mithrines, 
When thoſe appointed to attend his perſon, | | 1 þ 
And thoſe he deem'd his firmeſt friends, unite 


In ſecret combinations for his life ? 
| MI1THRINES. 


AR'SACE My 


M1THRINES. 
What means my Sovereign? Breathes there ſuch a wretch? | 


PHARASMANES 

Tigranes is the flave. But Oroſmades 
The facred perſon of a king defends. 
I. heard the aſſaſſin, ſtealing unaflur'd; 
With ſacrilegious ſtep, acroſs my chamber; 
My truſty ſabre inſtantly I ſeiz d | 
And mid the yet undiffipated darkneſs, 
Purſu'd the rufflan with uncertain aim. 
Rous'd at the noiſe, my faithful guards ruſh'd FILE 
To fave their maſter's life, when, Io! the villain 
Had *ſcap'd'my wrath, but not before my ſword 
Had pierc'd his breaſt, and drunk his k blood 

MiTHrINEs. 
Whence know you then the mur rer was Tigranes! 


PRHARASMANESs. 
His voice betray'd him. When I gave the ova | 
He ſhriek'd aloud. 
—_. Mrruzints. 
To me conſign the caitiff, 
And! let him find th' immediate death he merits, 
PRARASMAN RBS. 
Reſt thee, Mithrines, I have giv'n that cage 
, To Mirvan's care. 
5 Mrd ES. | 
„„ Tigranes Hell reward him |! 
| What could induce the traitor to attempt | g 
His ſovereign $ life ? 
| PHARASMANES. 
y Not his the black contrivance: 


| * plain 1 fee, that promiſes and bribes, 
| F |  Seduc'd 
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Sedur'd the wretch to execute the purpoſe, 

Invented by Arſaces. Impious ſlave ! 

| Whom thirſt of gold could influence, to become 

The foul aſſociate of another's guilt, | 

Yes, 'tis Arſaces, whoſe o'er-weening pride, 

Preſumpttous, plann'd this baſe aſſaſſination. 
M 1THRINES. 

I cannot think the noble, brave Arſaces, 
Would to his ſovereign prove ſo dire a traitor. 
And yet ambition, jealouſy, and love, 
Combin'd; may prove too potent for allegiance. 
Belov'd by all, with victory elate, | 
The idol of the troops My mind miſgives me 
Men are but men perhaps he may forget 
That true obedience, which he owes his ſovereign. 


Enter MIRXVAN. 


MIRVAN. 

Thrice, royal Sir, I ſearch'd the palace round, 
Without ſucceſs, the catiff has eſcap'd. 
This paper only in your chamber lay. 

| PHARASMANES, 
What have we here ?— (reading) 
Beware thee of Arſaces : 

« Ambition i is his vice, and tho' it were not, 
“ Yet what the people, to his perſon wedded 
« And ripe for inſurreQion, may attempt, 
e Stands much in doubt. The army his, his pow'r, 
« At preſent wanting but the name of monarch, 
« *Tis eaſy for him to aſſume that title. 
«© The times are perilous—beware Arſaces.“ 

No name—whence comes it? Surg ſome loyal ſubject— 
No matter whence—it proves my doubts well founded. 


Are theſe thy arts? Will nothing ye thou traytor, 
. Than 
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Than empire ſatisfy thy ſoaring pride ? 
- This, this compleats the meaſure of thy daring, 
By yon bright god, yon living fount of light ! 
Thy pride ſhall meet its merited reward. 
MITHRINES. 
Behold, Mithrines joins in your revenge, h 
Tocruſh his hopes, and blaſt his horrid treaſon. 
PHRARASMAN ES. 
Thou art a friend, indeed. On thee, Mithrines, 
My ſoul relies in ſafety. Haſte thee, Mirvan, 
Seize the proud ruffian, force his ſabre from him, 


And drag him inſtant to our palace fetter d. 
[ Exit Mi van. 


Soon ſhall he find his infamous complottings, 
His machinations travers'd. Thou, Mithrines, 

With careful ſearch, find out the ſlave Tigranes, 
And while the rack tears all his quiy'ring limbs, 
Force from his lips confeſſion of his guilt. 


[ Exit attended. 


M1THRINES 
The daſtard then has fail'd : That hope is vaniſh'd, 
Yet one reſource is left, This cruel ſcorn, | 
Theſe cutting inſults, muſt inflame Arſaces, 


Or will arouſe the ſpirits of the people, 
To reſcue their defender from the tyrant, - 
And either way my juſt revenge is anſwer'd, 


$S.C-E MN 8 0 
Enter SEMIRA, _— 


8 E MIRA. 
V Ee is Mithrines ? Heav' ns! what dreadful tale 
Is this wy __ thro? every ſtreet of Suſa ? 
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* Wretched Semira ! inauſpicious hour ! 


What dire reſolve could inſtigate my father 
To this unhappy deed? What deſp'rate purpoſe 


Could urge him thus to ſtain Arſaces' honor, 


And brand the hero with the foul reproach 
Of that attempt ?—too manifeſt ſhe ſees, 
His own reſentment”plann'd. 
| Mi1THRINES. 

Degenerate girl ! 
Doſt thou not ko 'tis thirſt of great revenge 
Impells me on ? Revenge, the food of Souls, 
W hoſe fiery inſtinct lifts them from the earth, 
And makes them dare ſuch formidable nds, 
As ſtrike with terror unaſpiring ſpirits. 


This laft indignity muſt ſeal the ruin 


Of Pharaſmanes, and I will enjoy it,. 


Thoꝰ it involve me in the ſame deſtruction; 


Nor let Semira dread her lover's ſafety ; 


| This. criſis bodes no danger to Arſaces, 


F or Suſa rous'd will guard the hero's life. 


* 


SEMIRA. 

Alas, too tardy will their aid arrive. 
The tyrant gives no reſpite to reſentment, 
But inſtant death ſucceeds to accuſation. - 
Will you then fully your unſpotted name? 
Will you involve the innocent in ruin? 
Why in your anger, ye avenging pry} 
Why did you force this hated life upon me, 
To make me feel this aggravated torment ?. 


Oh hear me, Sir, yet Hear your pleading child, 
| [ Kneeling. | 
Thus low, thus proſtrate, on the ground behold me, | 


* 2 with tears bedewing. ny 


*. P 


MiTHRINES, 
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M1THRINES. 


Leave me, Semira; ; plain, too plain, the cans 
Which ſpurs you on to check my riſing hopes, 
And blaſt my promiſs'd harveſt, Hence, and leave me. 


S EMIR A. 


I cannot, muſt not, leave you, till you has me. 

Ill would Semira act as ſuits your daughter, 

Could ſhe unmov'd behold a father perpetrate * 
Deeds, which, in ages yet unborn, will tan 
Indelible his mem'ry : Could ſhe view 
2 man her heart 


MITHRIN ES. 


Ahpoſtate to my blood | 
And is it thus, th' ignoble ſlave of love, 
Thus thou wou'd'ſt ſacrifice Aſpaſia's honour ? 
Hence then, and make Mithrines too thy victim. 
Ungrateful child ! Hence, publiſh what thou know'ſt, 
And ſave Arſaces by thy father's death. [Em, 
SEMIR A, | 
Now, now Semira is completely wretched, 
Would I had died when firſt theſe full-fwol'n eyes 
Beheld the fight I then had flept in peace; | 
No more the ſport and mockery of fortune. 
Will not ſome lightning blaſt the ruthleſs tyrant, 
The cauſe of all? Oh, horrible alternative | 
Where ſhall I turn? Concealment, or diſcovery, 
Preſent me equal ruin. If I ſpeak, . _ 
The guilt of parricide—terrific thought! 
And if I keep the ſecret undiſclos'd, 
My lover falls beneath the monſter's fury. 
Diſtracting criſis ! Oh, ill-fated maid! 


; Fntor 
* b - 
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Enter ARSACES, croſſing the Stage. 


SEMIR A, 
Arſaces, whence this haſte ? 
ARSACES. 
To prove my honour, ' 
Some trait'rous ruffian has aſſail'd the king. 
Tho' he has wrong'd me, treated me with ſcorn, 
Yet will I prove my loyalty unblemiſh'd, | 


SEMIR A. 


Fly, ly, Arſaces; if you love me, fly. 
Thou art thyſelf ſuſpected of the treaſon. 


ARSACE Ss. 

It cannot be. Oh! why, my gentle love, 
Why will you nouriſh viſionary terrors ? 
Fear's jaundic'd eye diſcolours every object, 
Frames to itſelf a thouſand hideous ſhapes, 
Then ſtarts at phantoms of its own creation, 

| IT... 
I dread no phantoms ; mine are ſolid terrors. 
ARS AES. 

Your tenderneſs miſleads 3 a 3 
Muſt from his boſom chaſe the foul ſuſpicion, 
And ſting him with remorſe. His throne, his realm, 
Preſerv'd from Oſröa's all-dreaded ravage, 
Are ſtanding monuments Arſaces merits not 
The name of traitor. Should he yet attempt 
To take my life, my fall will be aveng'd. 

„„ M486; 

Oh! talk not thus. Should heav'n ayenge your death, 
In thunders darted on his miſcreant head, 
What can your deſtitute Semira find 
To compenſate your loſs ? Will that reſtore you 4 


Will 
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Will that re- animate your breathleſs corſe ? 
Fly, if you love me; to my weakneſs yield, 
And ſave a life, on which depends Semira's. 
ARSAC ES. 

Thou angel virtue | huſh theſe apprehenſions. 
Heav'n will preſerve me to reward thy truth. 
The heart of guilt unconſcious, unappall'd, 
Beholds the ſhock of worlds. I cannot think him 
So deſtitute of royalty, and honour, 
To ſeek his death, who fac'd grim-viſag'd \ wat, 
His throne n 3 but— 


S C E N E III. 


Enter Mr RVAN with Guards. 


ARSACES. 
What tidings, Mirvan ? 


Is Pharaſmanes ſtill in danger? Say, 
Does he yet need my preſence to defend— 


M1IRVAN. 


By me—with grief I execute my orden 
By me our monarch— 


— 


A401 
Ves, my fears are true. 


\ 


39 


On eagle pinion—  _ * e 


MrR VAN. 


Reſt thee, generous warrior,! ! 


Fir'd with unjuſt ſuſpicion, Pharaſmanes, 

By me, demands your ſabre. Tis his pleaſure, 
Your perſon chain'd, and guarded, be conducted 
Immediate to the palace. 


ay Sahara, 
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SEMIR A, 

Now the ſhafts - 
of fate are lane'd, and ruin is approaching. 


— Arxz#aczs. 
Ha! force my ſabre J violate my perſon ! 
Impoflible ! Some frenzy muſt have ſeiz'd him. 


Miryan. | 
Truſt me, Arſaces, with ſincere abhorrence 
Mirvan beholds this infamous procedure; 
Beholds that valour which preſerv'd his country, 
Thus flagrantly diſhonour'd. Tho' conftrain'd 
By Pharaſmanes, with unfeign'd affliction | 
He comes to execute his tyrant pleaſure ; 


Nor mourns he more your fortune, than his own, 


ReluQant forc'd to break the honds of friendſhip, 


And offer inſults to the man he honours, 


ARSACES. 
'Tis Pharaſmanes gives th' affront, not you, 
Who muſt perform your truſt.— Receive a ſword, 
(Unſheathing and giving it. 
Unſheath'd alone upon the foes of Perſia, . 
When you reſign it, bid him but reflect, 
For whom its blade ſo lately reek d with gore, 
And if his heart retains the ſenſe of feeling, 
The blood will mantle on his crimſon cheek, 
Now lead me to my priſon, We muſt part, 
Thou deareſt treaſure of Arſaces' ſoul, 
But long it cannot be. This futile charge, 
Will vaniſh ſwifter than a morning vapor, 
And, like yon orb, my innocence ſhine forth 
With renovated luſtre, Then be huſh'd 
Each tender terror, On the rock of hope | 
| £ | Support 


= 
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| Support your reſolution, nor permit 
The viſionary bodings of deſpair, 
To agonize your heart. Adieu, __ love! 
Thou ever gentle - 
|  SEMIR A, 3 1 

| No, thou ſhalt not leave me. 
They ſhall not ſever us—T'll ſhare your fortune; 
Together will we die. 

|  ARSACES. 

Thou wond'rous Woman ! 

To ſee thy anguifh rends my heart aſunder. 
Oh! if you love me, dry thoſe precious tears, 
Nor let dejection over-pow'r your firmneſs. 
This low'ring cloud, which now hangs gloomy round us, 
Will diſſipate, and Icave— 


SEMIRA, 
No, never, never. 


T he head of death i is on us; never more 

Shall I behold thee, Oh! my brain, my brain | 

They ſhall not part us. Yet a moment ſtay, 

A little, little moment, while I fly, 

And, on my knees, conjure the king to ſpare thee. 

If aught of pity harbours in his breaſt, 

My tears, and groans, ſhall wake its ſoft emotions. 
AAA, 

Thou deareſt pattern of unſullled truth, 
Wring not a heart, which feels thy every pang, 
With theſe affecting images of fondneſs, 

Vain are thoſe hopes, thy tenderneſs, and love, 
Alone gives birth to. He, who thus can break 
A ſovereign's ſacred honour, will be deaf 
To beauty, tho” in tears. Then arm your ſoul _ 
To bear our fortune, Were Setnita happy, 
Death has no terrors for Arſaces. 5 
& - | SzMIRA, 
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SEMIR A, 
Death | 
Tremendous ſound | I cannot, cannot bear it, 


Mercileſs tyrant | Now, ev'n now, to loſe thee, 
With all thy-glories bluſhing on thy brow— 


Enter an Or yI GER. 


Orriexx. 
My lord, the king's impatient, and commands 
Your perſon inſtant guarded to the palace — 
ARSACES. 
Inhuman but I come, 
SEMIR A. 
Ha ! who art thou, 
Whoſe raven-tongue ſcreams out my diſmal knell? 
Save, ſhield me—Oh, my heart | 
A RSACES, 
Alas J ſhe faints. 
With what convulſiye graſps ſhe trains my hand, 
Oh ! ſpare me, Heav'n ! this ſoul-diſtracting ſcene ! 
The ſight unmans me, I ſhall die a coward, 
Tear, force me from her, while * limbs obey me. 
To thy good friendſhip, Mirvan, let me truſt 
This Iovely mourner'; watch reviving ſenſe, 
And calm the agonies which pierce her boſom. 
Now to my dungeon, Death, thy pangs are paſt, 
[Exit guarded. 
SEMIRA, (recovering.) 
Where is Arſaces ? Have they dragg'd him from me ? 

Dragg'd him to priſon ? unrelenting ruffians ! 
Look down, thou ſacred ſpirit of Aſpaſia, 
Look down, in pity, and ſupport Semira 


To bear theſe ſorrows. Is * no redem ption ? 
| | | "Wo 


fo 


A R 1A e 


No way to ſave him? Hear me, hear me, Mirvan, 
If you e'er lov'd, our ſad condition pity, 
And find ſome means to ſhield my lord, my hero, 
MIRVAV. 
Heav'n knows how freely I wou'd ſhed my blood 
To ſave Arſaces, and revenge my country. 
But Oroſmades frowns upon my wiſh, 
And crowns the tyrant with his choiceſt favours, 
? SBMIRA, 
Are there no hopes ? Increaſe not thus my woes, | 


Nor drive a heart, nigh burſting, to deſpair, | 
Ye righteous gods | who hold the awful balance, 


Have ye forgot to wield the ſword of juſtice ? 
M1RVAN. 
wee me, Semira, yet a diſtant hope, 
Like Mithra's beams, emerging from a cloud, 
Riſes to chear th' inhoſpitable wild, 
And gild the harren proſpect. 
SEMIR A. 
Name it, name it. 
Oh ! tell me, Mirvan, inſtant let me know, 
The brave deſign thy honeſt heart has form'd, 
That I may fly upon the whirlwind's wing, 
To reſcue my Arſaces from deſtruction. 
| MIRVAN. 
On your own conduct hangs the hero's ſafety. 
SEMIRA, 
What mea f thou, Mirvan? inſtantly unfold. 
MIRVAVN. 
Would but Semira condeſcend to wear 
E'en the remoteſt ſemblance of compliance 
With Pharaſmanes' paſſion, o'er his ſoul 


80 * ſhe —_— his amorous heart | 
| "8 2 Would 


% 


# 
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Would grant immediate every tender wiſh 
Her love could form, 


SEMIR A, 
| And think'ſt thou then, Semira, 
Loft to all ſhame, will violate her vows, 
Her honour, her fidelity, to ſave 
That life, Arſaces ſo perſery'd would ſpurn? 
My ſicking heart recoils at the propoſal ; 
No, in my breaſt plant pointed daggers rather, 
Or wrap me living in the ſhroud of death, 
When I deſcend to falſchood ſo deteſted, 
Such fatal perjury. 
MIVA. | 
Will then Semira 
No danger brave, to ſave from death the hero? 
SEM 
Ves, point me out, propoſe but any means, 
Shall keep my faith, my virgin faith unſpotted, 
For his dear ſake, I will forget my ſex, 
Will dare ſuch deeds as make a woman tremble, 
And bid defiance— | 
MIRVAN. 
| Then purſue my counſel. 
Mithra forbid, that Mirvan ſhould perſuade 
IThe fair Semira to betray her lord, 
Or wed with Pharaſmanes! No, his ſcope 
Would but induce her, outwardly to wear 
That ſenſibility, ſhe cannot feel, | 
And feign the appearance of thoſe ſoft emotions, 
Which, while they leave her conſtancy unblemiſh'd, 
Will fave her lover to reward her truth, 5 
SE MIRA. 
And muſt Semira condeſcend to prove 
A poer diſembler ? Muſt ſhe teach her tongue * 
* 8 1 1 
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To ſpeak a language foreign to her heart 
Yet is it not to ſave my hero's life ? 

A ſacred cauſe, which virtue might be proud of, 
= MiRvan, 

It is, it is; then haſte, with inſtant ſpeed, 
And &er Arſaces is brought forth to judgment, 
With ſoft perſuaſions mollify his wrath. 

\ SEMIR A, 

I yield to your ads tho' my heart 
Shudders with terror. May it prove-ſucceſsful | 
Alas ! I dread, the ſkies will never ſmile 
On baſe equivocatio. 

MIAVAV. a 
ä Ves, Semira, 
In ſuch a cauſe, ſo ſacred, ſo momentous, 
Diſſimulation is itſelf a virtue; 
And every god approving muſt behold it. 
SENI 4A. 
| There are, I know, among our ſex, who love 
Diſſembling arts; whoſe joy it is to ſce 
Admixing crouds attend upon their ſteps, 
And at their ſhrine blind adoration pay. 
Such conduct I deſpiſe. Arſaces only 
Could ever win my love; for him live, 
My virgin vows to him J faithful plighted, 
And while I breathe, they ever ſhall be his, 
This one poſſeſſion is beyond the reach 
Of pow'r or fortune: Never ſhall they tear 
His image from my heart, my ſoul defies 
Their Rirengſh combin'd, _ triumphs i in its truth. 
(Rau. 


Exp oF THE THiRp ACT, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
| The Preſence Chamber. 


| PHARASMANES or Bis Throne, Courtiers, 
Guards, MiTHRINEs, MIRVAN. 


PHARASMANES. 


t 


Convpucrt Arſaces, Mirren, to our preſence, 
[ Exit Mirvan. 


When ſubjects thus their ſovereign's life aſſail, 
Tis time to wield the awful ſword of juſtice, 
And with the duſt the daring traitors mate, 


Enter SN MIR A. 


SEMIRA. 

Oh, Pharaſmanes, eaſe my anxious heart, 
O'erwhelm'd with fears, and wan for your perſon. 
11 * the aſſaſſin found ? | | 
a  M1ITHRINES. 

| Ha, what new riddle! 
What unimagin'd—— 1 ( afide. 
Fang 
| Does the fair Semira 
Feel ſuch concern for Pharaſmanes life? 
My lovely Empreſs, let no apprehenſions 
Diſturb that gentle boſom of his ſafety; 


* 


The 
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The murd'rous ruffian cannot be conceal'd, 

His crime once puniſh'd, on the wings of love 

I fly, to meet my beautiful Semira; 

Fly to confirm our union at the altar, 

And loſe the cares of empire in her arms. 

This arrogant conſpirator, Arſaces 
SEMIRA. 

Should he ungrateful have contriy'd the deed, 
His guilt calls loud for vengeance, Yet beware, 
Leſt his deſtruction ſeal your own perdition. 
The populace adore him: Should they riſe _ 
In arms tumultuous, to avenge His death, 
That ſacred life—the thought congeals my veins. 


PHARASMANES. 


A moment's pauſe his innocence will ſtabliſh, 
Or drag his treaſon from its ſecret covert; 
For Mirvan has my orders to conduct 
His pris ner to our throne. 


S E MIRA. 


He muſt not ſee me. 
To find me here would give ſuſpicion birth. (aſidt. 
Dread Sir, I leave you, ſcenes of awful juſtice, b 

Ill ſuit a woman 


PHARASMANES. 
Stay thee, fair Semira, 
And be thyſelf a wid of his falſhood. 
MITRRIN ES. 
NMI lord, behold Arſaces. | 
SEMIRA. 


Dire miſchance ! 
Where ſhall I fly, this interview to ſhun ? (aſide, 
It ill becomes a woman, and a ſubject: 


”- 


' PHARAS- 


men * 
* — * 
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SET LE. 


PHARASMANES. 


\ She who can bend a monarch to her pow'r, 
May ſpurn that title. Deſtin'd Queen of Ty 
2 one, my realm, are your's, | 


SEMIR A. 
: Oh mercy, Heav'n! 
On IR a precipice expos'd I ſtand! 
Should I depart, his jealouſy, arous'd, 


Will antedate the ruin of Arſaces; 
And if I ſtay my lover thinks me falſe— 


To what a crifis— ( aſide. . 


PHARASMANES, 
| Come,' my choſen Empreſs, 
Aſcend this throne, henceforth your regal ſeat, 
And grace a monarch's ſplendor. 
- SEMIRA. 
: I obey. 


Mithra ! ſupport me in this dreadful moment, 


And fave me from diſtraction! (aſide. 


8 e 3 II. 

Enter MIRVAN with AksAcks in chains. 
ARrSACES. 

Pow'rs immortal! 

Can I believe it ? Shall I truſt my ſenſes? | 

Semira ſeated by the tyrant's ſide? (fide. 


 PHARASMANES. 
' Unhallow'd ſlave ! whoſe ſacrilegious hand, 


Would dye thy ſabre in thy ſovereign's blood; 


Well had thy treaſon merited its fate, 

Had my juſt rage, on lightning's wings, deſcended, 

And trod thee inſtant to primeval * oo 
But 
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But that the world _y know a monarch's juſlice} 
We grant thee pow'r to purge thee of thy crimes 7; 
If then thy virtue conſcious dare the trial, | 
Stand forth, and vindicate your injur'd fame, 
From all ſuſpicion of ſo foul a treaſon, 
ARSACES. | 

Down; riſing paſſion, Yes I will be calm; ; 
Will bear my lot with fortitude and patience. (afidr, 
Which is my judge? depends Arſaces' fate | 
On Pharaſmanes', or Semira's nod? 

PHARASMANES. 
On both, Semira is my deſtin'd Empreſs, 


ARSACES. 

Pefidious beauty ! haft thou then betray'd me ? 
I will, not think it. Tell me, I conjure thee, 
Why I behold thee on the throne of Perfia, 
By Pharaſmanes feated ? Ha! not fpeak ? 

Am I then deem'd unworthy of an anſwer? . 
Inconſtant, falſe Semira ! This alone, 
This unexpected perjury could vanquiſh + 
My firm reſolves. For this then has my arm 
Defied the demon of infatiate war, 
And combatted for Perſia; to behold 
A faithlefs woman treat. me with derifion ? 
My fame diſhonour'd, branded for a villain, 
An infamous aſſaſſin ? Patience, Heay'n ! 

- SSWi%#4 

Vnequall'd miſery ! Oh, wretched maid ! 

Open thou earth, and cover me for ever ! (aſide. 
| ARvS4ces. 

Oh ! my fond heart! Thou falſe, inhuma fair one! 
How have I hung, have doated on thy look ! 
Had' ſt thou been faithful, on thy ſnowy breaſt 

55 Mm 1 I would 
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I would have lull'd my ſorrows into peace, | 
And thought the world well barter'd for thy love. 
But thou to join, to league with Pharaſmanes, 
Heaping diſgrace, and ruin, on my head 

PHARASMAN ES. | 

And deem'ſt thou, Slave, Semira ever lov'd thee ? 
No, ſpeak, my Empreſs, let him hear thoſe lips 
Pronounce his fate, and cruſh thoſe tow "my hopes, 
His folly boſom'd. 


ARSACES. 

a 1 Short will be this triumph. 
She, who can break thoſe oft- repeated vows, 
Which righteous Heav'n has regiſter'd, will prove 
More falſe, more changeful, than th' inconſtant moon, 
Truſt not her ſmiles, her flattrjng honey'd words, 
She will deceive you, when you leaſt ſuſpect her. 

. SEMIRA, 8 
Shame ! rage! diſtraction! barbarous Arſaces f 
How have I merited this cruel inſult ? 
| PHARASMANES. 
Inſult indeed! Thou coward, boaſting Traitor! 
Aid me, Semira, aid me to invent a 
Some mighty torture, equal to his guilt, 


SEMIRA. (riſing.) | 

It will not be—no longer can I bear— 5 
My ſoul is rack d— ten thouſand, thouſand, vultures c 
Are preying on "uy heart, 

 PRARASMANES, 
You muſt not leave us, 

Nor "a your abſence, give him cauſe for triumph, 
Exert the dignity of Perſia's Empreſs, 
And vindicate your honour from the ſtains, 


With 
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With which his perjur'd inſolence defils 
Vour fame, and virtue. Tell the ſlave, that heart 
Was ever true, and conſtant to its vows.— 
S EM IAA. „„ 
Ves, ruthleſs Tyrant, ſince you force my preſence, 
My lips no more ſhall ſpeak unwilling falſhoods, | 
But boldly own that fondneſs for ann. | 
Which ſways my heart. | EN 
(She deſcends from the throne, and embraces Ar 0 | 
' © Thycruelties J hate, 
Thy proffer'd love I ſpurn. In hope to melt 
Thy ſtony heart, and ſave a life, beloy'd 
By gods, and men, I feign'd that tender paſſion, 
My boſom never felt. But hence, deceit ! 
That cauſe to Heav'n henceforward will I leave, 
Nor ſhall my lips again pronounce that falſhood, 
88 ſoul abjures. . 
ARS AES. 
Oh! unexampled virtue ! 
Again I live, 
8 PHARASMANES. 
( deſcending from his throne. . 
Betray'd | inſulted ! guards, 
Hence with that Traitor, to ſome loathſome dungeon; 
There bind him faſt, with triple bolts, and chains, 
Fix'd on the rack extend his caitiff trunk, 
Till writhing in extremity of anguiſh, 
His lips confeſs his treach'rous machinations, | 
And own the juſtice of a monarch's fury, 5 
ARSACES | . 
I ſcorn thy racks, my happineſs is placed 
Beyond thy reach. Enjoy thy throne, thy pow'r 
I envy not. One gentle heart alone 
I wiſh'd to gain, and ſince that heart is mine, 


— Theſe manacles with pleaſure I can wear, 3 
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And unappall'd meet death. Adieu my love 
Forgive thoſe doubts which wrong d thy matchleſs virtue, 
Unſpotted ſtill preſerve thy virgin faith 
For him, ;whoſe veins ſhall pour their vital crimſon, 
To ſeal his vows, and leave the reſt to Heav'n, 

| [4 Exit with Mirvan guarded. 


| SEMIR 4; 
Some god in mercy give me inſtant death ! 
Oh! if the ſoft benignity of pit, (Fneeling. 
. The flinty rigour of your heart eber ſoften'd, 
If you would with to reſcue me from madneſs, | | 
Recal the mandate, fave his precious life. „ 
Nay frown not on me. Falſe, unequal gods | 
And muſt Semira ſue in vain for mercy ? 
Oh! no, I rave, thou can'ſt not be fo ruthleſs, 
Thou can'ſt not view me bathe thy feet with tears, 
PHARASMANES. 
Yes, weep, thou falſe one, thou haſt tears at © | 
But pleading angels ſhall not gain his pardon, , ' 
This hour is mine, and vengeance ſhall be crown'd. 
One glorious moment dooms the Traitor dead, 
And gives thy heav'n of beauty to my arms. 
SEM IRA. (rifng.) | 
Periſh the thought to thy embrace devoted? 
No, thou fell monſter, I defy thy menace. | . 
Stretch theſe poor limbs exanimate-and palid 
Beneath your feet, tis all your pow'r can compaſs, 
My conſtant heart-with indignation ſpurns 
Your tainted vows, and braves your utmoſt rancor, [ Exit. 
 MirnrINEs. 
(drawing bis ſabre, and | following. 
Hal would'f thou bring thy parent to diſgrace „ 
| yoo fall ſt this hour a victim 


PHARAS- 
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| PHARASMANES, 


| | No, Mithrines, 
| My ſoul lens, not life is life without her. | 
MiIrHRIX ES. 
dhe is unworthy ſuch tranſcendent goodneſs ; 
But that my ſovereign is not apt to brood 
On jealous thoughts, by heav'n it were enough—— 
| PHARASMANES. on 
I would Semira were as true, and ral. 
Ungrateful beauty ! had'ſt thou crown d my paſſion, 
Unbouhded pleaſures on thy nod had waited, 
And Perſia view'd thy happineſs with wonder. 
In thee, Mithrines, now my hopes are center'd. 
Haſte, try your pow'r, a father may perſuade, 
May yet induce her to become my queen, 
And leave that traitor to deſerv'd perdition. - 


[Exit attended 
 Mrrurines. 
Plead for thee, Tyrant! for a ſcorpion ſooner ! 

Oh! my Semira ! my unhappy daughter 
To ſee thy agonies my heart weeps blood, 
They will undo me, will defeat my purpoſe ; 
Arſaces too, my euiltleſs friend, I murder; : 
But I am plung'd, and cannot now go backward, 
| Then ſteel my reſolution, Arimanius, 

Thou deadly memory of Aſpaſia's ſuff rings, 
Ruſh on my ſoul, and goad my ling' ring fury. : 
*Tis done—Once mort thy wrongs poſleſs me wholly. 
He ſhall not ſcape me, through a ſea of blood 
I will purſue him, will unceaſing hunt him, 


Till in his 9 5 e plunge __ griding falchion. 
Exit. 


SCENE 


\ ſ 
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ern 


An outward Pr.: iſon, with 4 View of an_ 
mward one. 


Enter AR s A 0 E 8, in | Chains, 


f ARs 4ORESs. 

Welcome this cave, this drear abode of horror,” 
Ye mufky dens, beſmear'd with human gore, : 
Who oft have heard the ſhrieks of dying wretches, 
Ring through your vaults in replicated echoes, _ 
Receive a gueſt, triumphant from the bow'r, 


Of laurell'd victory. Oh! bitter thought! | 


My loſt Semira ! there it rives my heart-ſtrings. ' 
How ſhall I leave that dear, unfriended maid ? 5 
Leave her a victim may the fiend firſt blaſt him! 
But peace, my ſoul; the everlaſting ruler | 
Will doubtlefs arm his miniſters to guard 

Yes, Oroſmades, to thy care I leave her, 


And in that thought will meet my fate reſign' d. 


Come then, thou dungeon, let me ſearch thy ſecrets, 


Suſtain'd by conſcious rectitude of conduct; 


Calm let me ſtretch upon thy cold, damp pavement, 
My ** diſhonour'd with theſe ſervile fetters. 
(Goes into the inner Priſon," 


Enter ARIANA, and an OFFICER. 


| | ARIANA. 
Produce your charge. This ſignet i is the mock 
Of Pharaſmanes' will. > 
5 | [Exit Officer into the i inner Priſon . 
The griefs he ſuffers 


Oblit'rate his refuſal of my hand, 


And 


C 
And baniſh my reſentment. Through each vein, 
Anew [ feel the ſoft infection gliding 

Steal o'er my melting heart. - Almighty love 

But ſoft, he comes. No mark of inward ts: 
Flaſhes conviction o'er his conſcious cheek, 


But on his brow ſits dignity unequall'd. 


Enter ARSACES. 


AR 3 A 2 1. 
What motive brings the beauteous Ariana, 
To this ſad ſcene of horror? Princeſs, view 
Your brother's ſplendid gifts. Oh inſtability 
Of mortal greatneſs ! Yeſterday my brow 
Was round encompaſs'd with the wreath of triumph, Tm 
Now you behold me priſon'd in a dungeon, 
As if unfit to breathe the the vital ether. 
| ARIAN A. | 
| Indulge no more theſe heart-corroding thoughts. 
At my requeſt the King forgives the paſt, | 
And to his favour— | 
AR s AES. 
What would Ariana ? 
ARIANA 
Receives Arſaces. Yet, for ſuch indulgence, 
He aſks no more than ſimply to unfold 
The deſp'rate deed, your jealouſy occaſion'd, 
And inftant pardon follows your confeſſion. 
. ARSACES 
. Fiſt ſwift deſtruction ſeize me „ . rs! 
Am ] fo nume ? K 
ARIAN A. 
Does Arſaces ſcruple 


To tread the path of duty, and — | 
ARSACES, 
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AnSACES. 

What nam'ſt thou duty? Hence with 1 
No, leave me, Princeſs; to my dungeon leave me. 
Neꝰ er will Arſaces ſtain his name with falſhoqds, 

To reign the ſovereign of unnumber d worlds, - 
ARIAN A. Lek 

This Jordly ſtile but ill becomes the man, 
Who ſtands accus'd of perfidy atrocious, 

Be yet advis'd, in more ſubmiſſive terms 
Defend your cauſe, nor fan the riſing —_ 
By —_— thus his pow'r. | 
ARSACES. 

I cannot act 
The villain's part, and flatter where Pm i injur'd. 

| A RIAN A. 

On fate's dark verge you totter. Oh reflect, 
How ſuch untimely death will blaſt your 1 

A en 

The virtuous deeds which ſtamp our fame immortal, 

Alone deſerve to meaſure our exiſtence, 
The reptile herd, incumbrance of the earth, 
Who waſte an uſeleſs, fourſcore years, would merit 
No after name, although their date were lengthen'd 
To countleſs ages. But the chofen fer, 
Who climb the ſteep to glory's cloud-crown'd temple, 
Though in the bloom of early youth they fall, | 
Die full of years, as honors, 
ARIANA, 
, Oh, Arſaces f 
Can'ſt thou behold a Princeſs plead in vain ? 
At her requeſt conſent, be yet intreated” 
To guard that valued life, and hear the pray * 
Of Ariane; ** | 


— 


8 
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Ax sA ess. 
Ariana's prayer! 
AA e 
| "Lis have 1 lock'd the ſecret in my Lalor 2 ; 
But thus to view thee ruſh upon deſtruction, 
All thoughts eraſes of my rank, and ſex, 
| And makes me own the ſoftneſs of my heart. | 
 ARSACES. | ne 
Wound, wound not thus my ſoul ; but rather in 
Some inſtant means to haſten on his death, 
Who, were he free, could neter return your love, 
Nor grateful prove to ſuch tranſcendent goodneſs. 
ARIANA. 
Since Heav'n decrees it ſo, I yield to fate. 
Reject my offer d hand, deſpiſe, abandon me, 
But live, ungrateful man, confeſs your orime, | 
And meet a monarch's pardon ; or if life \ 
Is grown diſtaſteful, do not fall with gyves | 
On thoſe victorious limbs. Again lead forth \ 
Our valiant ſquadrons to th' embattl'd field, 4 
And die triumphant mid the din of arms. | 


* | - 
| AR$SACES. 


| The mind unconſcious of internal guilt, 

Confronts its fate with ſmiles. To me tis egual, 

Whether theſe limbs ſhall meet their deſtin'd doom, 

Bow'd down with chains, or cas'd in ſhining ſteel. 

"Whene'er I die, the manner of my fall, 

Shall ſanctify the place, and leave my life 

Ennobled by my death. Adieu, fair Princeſs; 

This condeſcenſion ever ſhall remain 3 

Deep in the memory of Arſaces 'grav'd ; | 

But never, never, will he gurebaſe 1 
By infamous donceſſions. 1 to the inner e. 

: * - ARIANA, 


— 
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ALIASNA 
== He is guiltleſs, 
His fortitude confirms it. Fatal firmneſs! 
And muſt he ſuffer? Muſt I ſee him fall ? 
No, let me fly, and claſp my brother's knees, 
Nor ever leave him, till he ſeals his pardon, 
Yes, he ſhall live, although he ſpurns, rejects mez 
Let Ariana a& as fits her ſtation, 

And prove her mind ſuperior to her fortune. [ Exit. 


ncaink © 
A Chamber in Mi1THRIN ES Houſe. 


SEMIR A walking about in Agitation, and 
PANTHEA attending. 


SEMIRA, 
* Where is the wretch, who feels a grief like mine, 
Would wiſh to bear this painful load of being? 
I loathe the world, and ſoon my poignant ſorrows, 
Shall free my ſpirit from its vain allurements, 
Its viſionary promiſes of bliſs. 
Yes, my Arſaces, my heroic lord, 
Soon ſhall I join you in thoſe bleſs'd abodes, 
Where no fell tyrant ſhall diſturb our peace. 
| Parana. . 

Virtues like your's on earth will be rewarded. 

Then calm your griefs, dear madam, and await 
3 will of Heav'n ſubmiſſive. 
| S EMI R A. 

. Calm my grieſ _ 
Go dreaſt a cataraQ, bind its thund'ring courſe, 
3 torrent to the main. . 

Search , 


Search through the records of remoteſt times, 
The mournful annals of mankind explore, 
And find a fate, than mine more big with horror. 
Let me not think —a father, and a laver— 

On every fide diſtraction meets my view, 


| PANTHE A. 
The fatal truth fo forcibly aſſails me, 


Tt "_ the accents on my falt ring tongue. (aſidi. 


| SEMIRA _ 

Calt on a ſhore, with beetled cliffs o 'ergrown) 
A loſt, forlorn, pale, trembling wretch, I ſtand. 
Marſhall'd behind, ten thouſand griſly monſters, 
Extend their fell inexorable jaws, 

Swift ruſhing to devour me; while, before, 
The mountain billows, with tremendous craſh, 
Ope wide their vaſt unfathomable depth, 8 
To ſwallow me for ever. Oh! Arſaces! 
Is this the fruit of thy triumphant labors ? 
Muſt thou then fall like ſhort-liv'd fummer bloſſoms, 
Which meet the blaſt, and periſh in the ſtorm ? 
Thou, who ſtood'ſt forth, like ſome celeſtial ſpirit, 
The guardian genius of thy ſinking n 
PANTHEA 

My gracious miſtreſs, be not overcome, 
* But rouſe the latent deity within you. 
Great ſouls, like your's, their deſtiny ſhould meet 
With inborn dignity, and native firmneſs, 

ES SEMIRA, 

Think'ſt thou my heart is dead. to every feeling? 
E'en now he lies upon the damp, cold earth, 
His manly limbs weigh'd down with galling fetters. 
Hark! how he groans, by cruel tortures mangled, 
b While Heay'n denies the comfort of a friend, 


12 1 To 


A SACK > > 


% AA en 


To wipe the falgting moiſture from his forehead, 
And ſooth his agony. I cannot bear it. 
No, I will ſee him, will this hour behold him. 
What, what are threats, to my internal anguiſn ? 
Nor gates of braſs, nor adamantine bars, 
Shall * have a to keep me from his preſence. 
(gomg. 
PE ANTH K A. | 
| (catching hold of her robe. 
Oh f ſtay, dear madam, hear Panthiea's pray'r, 
Nor raſhly tempt unconquerable fate. 
Myſelf will haſte immediate to the priſon, 
And bring you tidings of the god- like hero. 


 .SEMIR A. 

Oh! q fly then, inſtant, to my injur'd lord: 
Since that ſad pleaſure is denied Semira, - 
Haſte, pour the balm of comfort on his ſorrows ; 
Bid him rely upon my ſpotleſs truth, 

And bear his fortune as becomes Arſaces. 


PANTHEA. 

Doubt not his virtues firmly will ſupport him, 
And o'er his boſom ſhed that ſweet contentment, 
Which ne'er ſhall: bleſs the tyrant's guilty couch. 
What, though his temper be vindictive, cruel, 
He will not dare in ſecret, uncondemned, 

To doom to death the idol of his people ? 


SEMIRA, 

Not dare? Thou know'ſt not his inhuman ſpirit z 
His hideous crimes have ſteel'd his ſoul to mercy. 
But, by the woes that pierce my heart, I ſwear, 
Should he preſume to touch his life, this hand 
Shall antedate the juſtice of the gods, | 


And 


« 
* 


An 8 ACE W- 
And hurl him down, aſſociate meet for demons, 


To Arimanius a — vines, = [ Excunt. 5 


: CE N E V. 4A Chanter j m the Palace. 
Etre Fine Ps. 


_ PHARASMANES. 
Hell, and perdition proud, imperious caitiff ! 
Who waits there? Fly—call Mirvan'to our . 


Not that I meant to keep the plighted. e 
By Ariana wreſted from my lips: n 
But had he own'd his infamous attempt, 
Confeſſion would have ſanctified reſentment, 
And made all Perfia partners in my vengeance, 
But this contempt, this inſolent denial, 

Adds tenfold fuel to my ling'ring fury, 

And ſeals th' aſſaſſin s doom. 


Enter M1RvaAnN. 


Mirvan 
Dread Sir, your oy 
PHARASMANES, 
Regard me well, and mark my orders, W | 
Haſte to the priſon with a faithful guard 
| You know my meaning, without farther preface, 
Let me be told within an hour he lives not, i 
Or your own head ſhall anſwer the neglet  . 
MIN an 
I ſhall obey you. Yet, my lord, fear 
FT PHARASMANES, | | 
Hence with your fears, and execute my orders, | 
Nor doubt your recompenſe, 


MiRyan. 
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j 
| 
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P 
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 Mixvan. 


Ie to ſeme you. [Ex Mir. 


PHARASMANES. - | 
Now, haughty ruffian ! ſhalt thou meet thy ruin. 
Semira too, the traitreſs l could I tear her 
From this fond breaſt, where ſtill ſhe reigns reſiſtleſs. 
But that exceeds my utmoſt ſtretch of pow'r. 
Mine then ſhe ſhall be, I will yet poſſeſs her. 
My heart no longer ſhall be torn by rage, 
And hopeleſs paſſion. No, I will avenge 
My lighted majeſty, at once on both, 5 
And ſhew the world my will ſhall be obey d. [ Exit. - 
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The GARDENS of the PALACE. 
Enter 8 * M1 RA. 


S2 2 


W HERE ſhall 1 find this unrelenting heli 
| Who ſhuns my views, compelling me to ſeek him 
In theſe abodes, polluted by the tyrant, . 
And brave again this Pharaſmanes' preſence, 
Whoſe very perſon to my ſight is baleful ? 

In vain my ſteps have trac'd the garden round, 

In hope to meet him : Nor Panthea comes. 

Alas! my lord Arſaces will be murder'd, 

E'er I can claſp his venerable knees, 

Can with my tears, my agonizing groans, 

Awake remorſe, and win him to retract 

His cruel inhumanity of purpoſe, 

Or join Semira to her ſlaughter'd lover, 

Theſe. dreadful portents terrify my ſoul, 

And freeze my blood, But hes erm 'tis faid, 
As Mithra's ſiſter, her accuſtom'd path - 
Trac'd o'er yon azure vault, ſome hand unſeen, , 
A flaming dagger, through the duſky air, 

Hurl'd at her ſilver diſk. With ſanguine red, | 
Her virgin orb diſcolour'd in an inſtant, 


Look d lurid, and malignant. In the ſky, 


Em- 


a * 


64 ka „ 


Embattled armies. front to front oppos d, 
Claſh'd their terrific banners. Shrouded ghoſts, 
In .mournful diſcord, pierc'd the night's dull ear 
With frequent yellings. Vengeance is abroad, 
And deſolation canopies us round. 

Oh! ſhould the innocent and guilty fall, 

In undiſtinguiſn'd ruin. Shauld Arſaces — 
My heart dies in me—Ha ! behold Panthea, 
wt in her looks, her eyes enflam'd with tears. 


Enter „„ 


What horrid tale haſt thou to utter ? Speak, | 
I'll hear-it, though it kill me. Is. he murder'd t 
| Tell me e immediate, hold me not in doubt—— 
| PanTHE A. 


This agitation, theſe convulſive flarts, 
This gaſping eagerneſs, affright my ſoul, 
And make me ſhudder to unfold a deed, 

All Suſa hears, and hears with execration. 

The brave Arfaces—how ſhall I diſcloſe 
The fatal tale, which univerſal fame ; 
Forbids to be conceal'd—the brave Arfaces, 

Lies pale, and breathleſs, murder'd in his prifon. 
| SR MIA A. 


| Then ye pon launch'd the fierceſt of your terrors, 
| Remorſeleſs gods | and vengeance is exhauſted. 
Not your own pow'r can fave me now from ruin. | 
Come then, Deſpair, with all thy train of horrors, | 
Thou fearful inmate of diſtracted mortals ; | 
Come, let me claſp thee to my full-ſwoln heart, 
And prove a mirror to all future wretches. | 


\ 


[PANTH&4- 


ARSACES 6 is 


| PANTHEA. 14” tals l | 
| on deareſt madam, do not look ſo wildly | 
Misfortunes are the heritage of mortals : | WY . 
The vulgar float the ſport, and prey of paſſion g ' 
| While noble minds triumphant ſoar above it, 
And pay their homage at the ſhrine of reaſon, - 
SEMIRA. 

Away with reaſon, -preach it to the winds, 
Or the hoarſe murmurs of the rolling billows; 
Not ſubterranean fires, which cleave the eatth, 
Can match the flames, th* inſufferable torments, 
Which tear, which harrow, which'convulſe my ſoul, 


And laſh me into madneſs | Heav'nly hoſt ! | 
(Dropping ſuddenly on her knees. | 


But wherefore pray—What, what can pray'rs procure, 

For one like me, beyond redemption curſt ? ; 

Look, how yon villain, with malignant joy, 
(Starting up again. 

Smiles, to behold the blood upon his dagger. 

Arreſt the Slave, invent new torments for him; 

Tear him to peice-meal, caſt him to the winds, 

Or throw his limbs to parch upon the rocks, 

A prey to vultures, and devouring tigers, 

Burſt, burſt, and eaſe me, thou tormented heart! 


I cannot bear this — conflict. 5 
0 | (She leans on Panthea. 


Enter Dan wands attended. 5 = 


Mi1THRINEs and MIRVAN« | 


PHARASMANES, 
(dealing as * 
Enough, good Mirvan, haſte thee, and conc 


The lifeleſs corſe, from every prying eye. C Exit. Mir. =o 
K | Yes ö : 
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_m ARSACE 8. 
Yes to the laft, the Slave defied my pow'r, (to Me thrines. 


| Refuſing 2 confeflion of his treaſon, 
SEMIRA, 


Thou bloody Tyrant !] whoſe atrocious deeds 


E'en Arimanius, and his hoſt of demons, 


Would view with horror: could not all his laurels, 


His unexampled, marvellous atchievements, 
For Perſia brav'd, inſpire thee with compaſſion ? 


Inhuman ſavage ! Vengeance! vengeance |! Sir, 


( ſinking down at his feet. 
Are you my father? Can you hear my groans, | 


And fee my piercing agonies unmoy'd ? 
But whither am I hurried? Oh! Semira ! 
Thou haſt no father no protector left thee— * 


Thou then, Oh, Earth ! receive a wretched woman, 


Be more relenting than- a parent's heart, 


And hide me in thy boſom, from a fire; 


* 


Who ſcruples not to quench his thirſt remorſeleſs, 


In guiltleſs blood, freſh ſtreaming from the veins 


"DE. injur d friends, and miſerable children. 


MITHRINES. 


* ſight! By Heav'n it quite unmans me. 


Give the firſt tranſports of her grief their courſe, 


And let the tempeſt— 


Enter ARIANA 9 


DT ARIANA. 
| Fortunate diſcovery ! 
The gods are juſt. Almighty Oroſmades 


| Still guards the cauſe of innocence, and virtue. 


PHARASMANES, 
What new event 


22 


ARIANA. 


N 


An everlaſting monument of vengeance. 


9 


AA 
Alrſaces ſtill is faithful. 
At Ann Tigranes has diſclos'd the ſecret. 

I found the Slave.conceal'd within my chamber; 
His falt'ring lips declar'd the hero guiltleſs. 
Yet, cer he died, repentant, he confeſsd 

A wretch moſt honor'd with his ſovereign's love, 
Employ'd his arm to ſtrike the fatal blow: 

But all his efforts could not ſpeak his name, 
With his laſt ſigh it dy'd upon his lips, 

And at my feet a breathleſs corſe he lay. 


SEMIRA, (ſtarting up.) 


Inhuman fiend.! than fiends more unrelenting, 

Who thron'd in darkneſs, ſit'ſt, like Arimanius, 

Inceſſant plotting te involve mankind 

In miſery, and ruin. Now what reaſon 

Canſt thou invent, thy cruelty to varniſh? ? 

Transfix him inſtant, righteous Oroſmades ! 

Or on his head rain down a hoſt of plagues, 

Then ſend him banning through the ſhudd'ring world, 
ARIANA. 

What mean theſe tranſports | ? My preſaging heart! 

Ha! fay, Semira! is Arſaces dead? 


SEMIR A, 


He is, he is. Fly, Princeſs, truſt no more 
Your brether's flinty heart, more fierce, more args, 
Than tigers bred upon Imaus' ſummits, 

His cruel ſoul, to every feeling loſt 

Of ſympathetic nature, knows no joy, | 
But in the pangs, and dying groans of wretches, 
VUnpitied doom'd in torments to expire. 


K 2 9 ARIANA, 


A RTACTES 1" 
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| Haſt thou deceiv'd me ? faithleſs Pharaſmanes ! 
Are theſe thy oaths ? Is this the plighted promiſe— 
ON  PrarRaSMANES. 
Hence, Ariana, tell me not of vows; 
The fate he found his arrogance deſery'd. 
My throne is hedg'd with thorns. The ſ potted traitor 


Lies ſtill conceal'd ; but yet I will diſlodge him, 


Or ſtreams of gore ſhall deluge Suſa s ſtreets. 


SUP Ee 
Your fury blinds you, or a moment's thought 
Muſt drag th' offender into open day. 
Reflect, reflect, whom moſt you have affronted. 
Mithrines' conſort— , 
PHARASMANES 
Whither would'ſt thou lead me! ? 


\- MiTHRINES, (a/ide.) 


Now I am loſt, Farewel all hopes of vengeance. 


„ 
Tigranes words too manifeſt declare 
Whoſe rancor plann'd the deed. Inhuman brother | 
But Oroſmades will avenge Arſaces, 
And make you- feel the ſharp envenom'd pangs, 
Whoſe deadly ſcorpions ſting wy tortur'd heart. Exit. 


PHARASMANES. 
By Heav'n *tis plain. Swift darting through my y mind, 


: Proofs riſe on proofs, each blacker than the former. 
Thou foul betrayer |! ſmiling, hollow villain |! 


Was this thy truth, thy fealty ſo boaſted ? 

But, by the gods, in yon bright ſphere enthron'd, 
Thy guilty life ſhall inſtant pay the forfeit 
Of treachery ſo execrable. Guards— 


. 


MI1THRINES, 


8 


= 


Hear me, thou ſlave, or prove thee inſtant guiltleſs, 


| Tabu | my rage ſhall tear thee limb from limb. 


Afreſh, barbarian, would'ſt thou ſpill the blood 


To howl in pangs; avenging, at a * We 


Ts this the heart apparently ſo gentle ? 
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Shall then my fame, which hitherto has brav'd 
Th' invenom'd tooth of ſlander, be traduc'd ? 
Be branded by Tigranes? Such injuſtice— 
| PHARASMANES. _ 
Injuſtice 1 no, I ſee your double heart. 
Tis the foul neſt where treaſons are engender'd. 


Or, by the deity who feaſts on blood, 


S EMIR A. 

And muſt I loſe my parent with m lover ? 
Ye guardian ſpirits, who attend our ſteps, 
And look on filial piety approving, | 5 
Aſſiſt the guiltleſs fraud aſide.)— Fell monſter, 1 


Of innocence ? If ſlaughter muſt appeaſe 
Thy iron heart, -here point its direſt ſhafts. 

*T was I engag'd Tigranes to aſſault you. 

To me, myſterious, do his words allude. 
Semira 2tis who ſhares—Deteſted paſſion ! 
Oh! inauſpicious fortune? had'ſt thou ſmil'd 
Indulgent to my wiſh, this vengeful arp | 
E'er now, had hurl'd him with apoſtate ſpirits ö 


Aſpaſia, and Arſaces. 5 
N 
Shame confuſion! 


Can that fair form 
e 
135 W 5 
By yon bright god, Somirajo: not guilty. Har 
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Her tender boſom—No, 8 dls ; 
Of filial fondneſs, from her lips has wrung 
This falſe confeſſion, to preſerve her parent. 
Pity a father! ſave, oh ! fave my child, 

Or ſlay Mithrines. Should I ſee her fall, 
The woes my heart, diſtraded, muſt endure, 


Will inſtant ſting my tortur'd brain to madneſs, 
And make me act ſome deed of deſperation. > 


PHARASMANES. 
Mithrines, no. Ungrateful as J find her, 
Still let her live. Or innocent, or guilty, 
To Pharaſmanes is ſhe yet fo dear, | 
He cannot ſee the unrelenting ſword, 
Diſtain with blood that alabaſter boſom. | 
Oh! bane of empire] Happy thrice the peaſant, 
Who, ſhelter'd in a cottage, never felt 
The boiſt'rous ſurges of ambition's ocean. 
On what a ſea of ſtormy doubts, and fears, 
My weary bark is toſt. But Heay'n ſhall end them. 
Haſte, bid the Magi meet me at the temple ; ; 
Invoke the gods to pardon my offence, 
And yup: me through this wilderneſs of doubts, 
| [Exit attended. N 


M1THRINES. G 


Thou execrable monſter ! dar'ſt thou hope 
The gods will bend propitious to thy pray'r ? 
»Tis blaſphemy to think it. No, this mockery, 
Will but accelerate the pond'rous ruin, 

Prepar'd to cruſh thy guilt-devoted head. 
Already Suſa flames with diſcontent, 

And I will haſte to fan the conflagration. 
My child, Semira, my heroic daughter, 

Oh ! let me preſs thee to my ** hangs þ 


* 
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Turn thee not from me, with ſuch piercing looks. / 
It is a father fondly longs to claſp thee— | 
S NN 
Said'ſt thou a father ? Fathers ſhould have n 
While thou, remorſcleſs—Ha |! defend me, Heav'n ! 
See, ſee, where pendent in the ambient air, | 
Aſpaſia's ſhade bends frowning o'er our heads: 
A bloody poignard in her hand ſhe graſps, 
She points it at my breaſt. To fleeting ether ** 
Again ſhe vaniſhes I know thy meaning, 
Prophetic ſpirit | and obey thy mandate. 6 
Now, ruthleſs parent, now complete your vengeance, 
And join Semira to your murder d friend. x | 
It ſhall be ſecret, none ſhall know who did it. 
M1THRINES. 

By Heay' n, her agonies divide my, heart. APs 
My blood boils up in tumults to my brain. ; 
I am entangled in the web I wove. | | 
But hence with words, let deeds proclaim my meaning, 1 
Tyrant! I come, and Suſa, rous'd to ams,, ö | 

Shall ſecond my revenge. The ſword of juſtice, -- 
Unſheath'd, deſcends in curling wreaths of flame, 
To ſweep thee headlong from the groaning earth, | 
As torrents roll obſtructing mounds before them. 1 3 

6... DMS 4; | 

Swift as the blazing thunderbolt of Heav'n, 
Which inſtant rives the eloud- capt hill aſunder, 
Down let it dart, and cruſh him into atoms, 
Avenging ſpirits | from your ebon ſeats, 
Ariſe in troops, by Arimanius miſſion'd, | 
Around his couch in frantic meaſures dance, | 
And ſeize your deſtin'd victim. Then, while deep 


Ye _ him down in liquid lakes of ſulphur, | 
. . 


Ce” WO Ws - 
With ſhouts diſcordant clap your raven plumes, . 
And double every. anguiſh he endures, 5 
By howling dreadful in his tortur'd ears 


His hideous ſcroll of eee murders. 3 [ Exit. 


SCENE II. Ar open Sewers 


Enter MITHRINES, followed by a Crowd 
Us Perfians. 1 b | 522 *. 


| M ITHRINES. 

Mourn, mourn, brave Perſians, your impending fate. 
The dread of Oſròa, your mountain oak, | 
Whoſe ample ſhade Tecur'd imperial Suſa, 
Your hero, is no more ; by Pharaſmanes, 
With infamous sas, deftroy'd ; 
Deſtroy'd by him whoſe throne his valour fix d. 
The jealous Tyrant ſicken'd at the praiſe, 

Which, from the ſummit of her airy temple, 
Fame's golden trump, in everlaſting notes, 
Through yon reſplendent canopy reſounded, 
To ſtrike a * ning world. | 


Enter Mizvan bafiih. : 


Mix VAN. 
| | Well met, Mithrines, 

T hroughout the city, with unwearied ſteps, 
I long have ſought you, to unfold a tale 1 
Will fill your ſoul with joy. Arſaces lives: 
By me protected, and by me conceal'd. 

He now breathes vengeance *gainſt this Pharaſmanes. 

; Ke M 1THRINES. 
His life prefery'd ! Aſtoniſhment, and tranſport! 


What guardian god e to 4 foul— 
MiRvAx. 


ARSACE 2 378 
MIAVAN. | 


Enquire not riow when every moment's precious, - 
He waits but you, . to join the braye atchievement, - 
And help to drag the miſcreant from his throne, 
Already have the tidings of his death, 2 
Through Suſa, ſpread diſorder, and confuſion: 

In ardent throngs the populace aſſemble, 

Like the hoarſe ſound, which indicates the ſtorm, | 

From man, to man, the diſapproving murmurs, 

Augmented roll, and ſtimulate their fury. | | 

MiTHRINESs : 

| Hear, Perſians, hear, your god-like hero lives l | 

His life, by Heav'n and Mirvan fav'd, to you — 

He dedicates! Oh! vindicate his fame, a i ns 

Nor let the laurels that adorn. his brow, 2 

n in the duſt be tramp leu. 
5 N A1. te N | 

Produce Arſaces, he ſhall be our leader. | 
| M1iTHRINES + p 

Haſte thee, good Mirvan, bring | him to their views. 

Now while their wrath is riſing to its height, | 

And boiling in their veins. (Exit Miruan. 
At length, thou Tyrant, 

| My toils fatround thee ; yes, the time is come, | 

That one of us ſhall fall. Immortal Mithra ! 

Give me but once to view that glorious hour, 

And take the remnant of my future days. 


Enter Mizvan, AR8ACES, and Soldiers. 


| To * b Ls } 
Long live Arſaces, our protecting Champion! 
ARSACES. 8 
Thinks, generous Perſians ! Oh | my friend, Mithrines, 
Would I had fall'a amid that glotious field, © 


=> 


by - A R S A C E 8. 
Where nations claſh'd with nations, and the groans 
Of dying thouſands pierc'd Heav'ns vaulted dome, 
E'er thus reduc'd to ſeek redreſs by means, t 
Which dire neceſlity alone can juſtify. 

. Nought but theſe proofs of tyranny redoubled, 
Should &er have won me to unſheath my fabre, 
Ev'n now I wield it but to guard my life, 
My love inviolate. Thoſe once ſecur'd, 
— 5 | eee 

MITRHRINES. 5 
Hark! Th' alarm is giv” n. 
Fierce er of war re· echo through the city. 
| ARSACES. 
All then. who love their country, and their freedom, 
Unſheath their ſabres, and in order'd 5 | | 
Vnited join the n W Arſaces, © s 
(They unſheath their four 
But, i in this bene e I conjure you, | 
Stain not the juſtice of your cauſe, with crimes, 
And foul miſdeeds. Act worthy of rates, 
Nor loſe remembrance that you W N e 8 
For * ar Perfia. SEES Ki 4 lade 
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| T be Infide of « a magnificent Temple of the Sun. 
| - Alarm and Combat. © 


Enter PRARASMANES, from the inner V Part, 
. bis Sword drawn. 


„ 


PHARASMANES.. 


© Whence this dm! 
This hideous vpror, like the peal of Herr 8 


* 


| Some 
_ * * 5 ; * 7 


Infernal homicide - my ſabre's point 
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Some new conſpiracy but let i it come. 

As fits a ſovereign will I meet theſe Traitors, 
And with the eye of majeſty incens'd, 3 
Aſtoniſhed ſmite them : Or if Oroſmades 
Ordain this hour my lat, intrepid | ET 
As monarchs ſhould, my falchion in my hand. 10 


Enter MI1THRINES, | 


. MirRAI VES. 6 
Tyrant, 'tis well, At laſt thou art &ertaken, | 
Th' impartial ſword of juſtice is uplifted—— 
| +» | PHARASMANES, » | 
F rom thee, the ſword of juſtice? 
| M1ITHRINES. 
Ves, from me. ; 
I 3 not now drag on a weary being, 1 75 
But that I hop'd the glorious day to ſee, | © 
When, on your head, my ſabre ſhould repay, 
The deadly wrongs you offer d to Aſpaſia. 
For this I maſk'd me in the veil of friendſhip, 
While enmity lay rankling at my heart. | 
"Twas I, *twas I, who urg'd the Siaye Tigranes, | 
To ſtrike his digger to your impious heart : | | 
"Twas I who dropt that paper in your chamber, = 
Wherein the brave Arſaces was accus 2 | = 
Is PHARASMAN ES. 
In hear no more —ʒabominable Traitor! 


Shall inſtant write my anſwer on-thy heart. 
 M1THRINES. 
| Now Oroſmades animate my arm, 
To lay this monſter proſtrate at my feet, 
And wb Mithrines work your ſovereign pleaſure. 
dk Dc fight, botb art wounded and fall. | 1 
PHARAS | ' 


And miffion me-—— 


8 
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PHARASMANES. 


Curſe on my fortune! am I doom'd to fink 
Beneath a villain ? Infamous aſſaſſin | 
But thou too fall'ſ. that comfort ſmooths the pangs | 
Of potent death .I feel him ſhare my heart-ſtrings— 


They 1 burſt—all—all i is darkneſs round me. 


ow” | 
MI 1TH RI 1 I | 
At length I triumph, now I am aveng'd, 


Deſcend, Aſpaſia, from yon realmsof light, 
And view your ſpoiler welt'ring on the earth, 


Then take me dying to your loy'd embrace. 
Dear ſhade, I come, contented, ſince my arm 


Thy wrongs has cancell'd, I reſign my life, 

And bid the world adieu The hand of death 
Lies cold upon my breaſt—we now ſhall meet, 
To part no more—1 come receive my ſpirit—. [die 


Enter SEMIRA, a Porgnard in ber Hand, N 


ber Hair e d, and Robes d: Weber's.” 


SEMIR A, 
What 1 means — wild confuſion, this _ uproar, 


| Which rages throughout the city, Shouts of men, 


And ſhrieks of women, mix with claſh of arms. 


Tis all one deſolation. Nature ſeems - 


To groan her laſt, and chaos to reſume 

His ancient empire. Let the world expire, 

And ruin drive her chariot o'er creation, 

Tt ſuits a wretch like me. This ſacred Em. 
Shall henceforth be my manſion : This good dagger 
Shall ſoon releaſe my ſpirit from its clays... 85 | 


£ * . bach A. lands 8 
Where 
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: Where am 1? do 1 tread 
My native foil ? 2 thy holy ſhrines? 
Is this your mercy, gods? Poor bleeding corſe! 
Tho' thou wert cruel, thou wert ſtill my father. 
. nnn fabric, burſt upon my head! _ 
( (Falling down by his * | 
* erwhelm me, warp, hide me frem myſelf, 


Ha ! ſee where pale, and cover'd o'er with wounds, 
Before me ſtalks his venerable ſhade! 


Arſaces too, with ghaſtly glaring eye- balls! 
Behold, they beckon me. I come, I come, 
Willing I caſt this hated being from me, 
And bid the wretched world farewel for ever. 


She Kiels 22 


5 Enter AR SACE 8, MI Ivar, Sc. with 
Soldiers. | 


A | ASA 2. | 
Juſtice has triumph'd : Conqueſt crowns our ſabres. 
Then to the gods ſubmiſſve, « on their altars, 
Be paid our grateful incenſe. nm the bodies. * 
:- Din and und ? 
What hennded a is * in een blaſt me? 
Mithrines ! Pharaſmanes ] Oh li Semira! 


My love, my better life; Semira! ſpeak to me. 
SE MIRA, (looking up.) 


Who calls the wretch who wears Semira' 8 name? 
Art thou the ſpirit of my murder'd lord, . 
Again return d to bear me to the bade. 5 


OT — 


111. 


iin 


Whol death I' moufn, 
3 * 


sn 
|  ARSACES. | 


It is, it is, Semira, 
Ariſe, my love, it is thy fond Arſaces. y 


SEMIR A. 
Have ye clin ſav'd him, tutelary pow'rs 16 
Preſerv'd him from the Tyrant? Joy, unlook'd for, 
Will gild my dying moments. Oh! Arfaces, 
Wilt thou forgive me? I have been too _” 
A father bleeding, and a lover murder'd, 
Were woes too mighty for my feeble ri, 
Torn by the conflict of WERIY paſſions, 
I ſheath'd that 2 eig | | 3 
* ARSACES. 
| Inauſpicious hour ! 
And muſt I loſe thee when my heart beats high, 
And thrills with tenderneſs ? Oh ] inſupportable ] 
No, I will fence thee from the graſp of death, 
And hide thee ſafe within my folding arms. 
| (throwing won ay; down by her, 
SR MIR A. 
It will not bi. My! life ebbs out apace, 
And cold un dews ſurround 95 heart. 
Save me—1 faint— 
A R SAC ES. 
Fly, ſearch ſome healing bates; 
Of e; pony to ſtay her fleeting ſpirit, . 
And raiſe a ſoul from death. Oh |! cruel anguiſh ! 
What are all ſorrows match'd with ſuch affliction? 
Who never lov'd, ne'er knew th' extremes of woe. 
SEMIRA. | 
Suftain—fupport me—Pow'rful death invades 
My ſhiv'ring breaſt. , All now will ſoon be paſt. 
| Thou dear poſſeſſor of Semirs's heart | 
| | Whom 


% 


5 
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A R 8 A 3 
Whom ſhe has lov'd with conſtancy unalter'd, 
Oh ! cheriſh my remembrance in your boſom, . 
Nor let deſpair uplift your frantic heart, | 
In mad attempts againſt your noble life. 
The light forſakes my eyes—Farewel, Ai | 
In theſe lov'd.arms I meet my fate contented— 
Give me thy hand—my heart is cold, and frogen— — 
— bend me Oh! farewel, for ever, 2 
© ARSACES. {ob 
Etherial hoſt! deſcend; Ve winged Pute! ** 
Deſcend, in pity to a lover's woes, 
And from the grave this' excellence mn 


Alas, ſhe dies; I ſee the mantling blood 


Steal from her pallid cheek. My love, Semira . 
Oh] pity my diſtraction ! ope thine eyes, 
And on Arſaces once more caſt their luſtre. 
She hears me-not, her ſoul has wing'd its flight. 
Stay then, one moment, thou celeſtial ſpirit ! + 
| Together, mounting, we will tread together 
Von lucid ſpheres. | 
( ME to Aas binſulf with the 22 
NMI AVA u. 
flee \ (xorefling the dagger. 
F orbear, my lord, forbear. 
With patience arm you. Will you then forget 
The dear petition your "Mk dying, 
So N requeſted Po | 
gh K RSACES, 
N Hence | avaunt ! 
Think k je to fares the cruel load of life— 5 
No, hence, and leave me. This is my abode; 
Here will I fix my everlaſting reſt, 
And eling for ever to this pallid corſe. 


— 


MmvAx. 


b 
| 
| 
b 
| 
f 
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MIRVAN. 


Soul-harrowing ſight! His griefs have burſt his n 
See how he ſits, inſenſible, and ſtunn'd. | 


ARSACES. 
Give me ſome dagger, ſome ſwift mean of death. 
I will not bear theſe agonies that wring me. 
What villain's that? By Heav'n it is the Tyrant. 


See how he tears Semira from my arms. 


Reſtore her to me—Murder—Force her from him— 
Unhand her, miſcreant—Grind not thus my heart. 


MIR VAN. . | 


M yſterious are the ways, great Oroſmades ! 
Thy wiſdom works. To thy all-wiſe decrees, - 
We bow ſubmiſſive, and adore, in ſilence, 

That dreadful juſtice, which, tho' long deferr'd, 
Has burſt, at length, in tenfold fury on us, 
And made them both thy inſtruments of nee, 
Vet we lament theſe miſerable lovers, 
Loſt, and abſorb'd, amid the general ruin. 
But there's an After- being, there we look 


For that reward which crowns the heirs of virtue, 


From this example, let offending mortals 


Attentive learn, that Heav'n's all-ſeeing eye, 
 Efteems revenge a crime of no leſs guilt, 


